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the tragedy 

OF HAMLET 



PRINCE OF 

Denmark* 





Better Barnardo a»d Francilco^f Sentinels* 
[>^r.Who*s there? 

i Tran. Nay anfwer me, ftand and unfold your felfc. 

1 Bar- Long live the King, 

^Fran. Barnardo ? 

Bar. Hee. 

Fran. Y ou come moft carefully upon your hourc. 

Bar- Tis now ftrooke twelve : get thee to bed Francifcff* 

Fran- For this reliefe much thanks^ *tis bitter coldj 
And I am ficke at heart. 

Bar. Have you had quiet guard ? , 

jFr^«.Notamoufe ftirring. 

Well, goodnight : 

if you doe meet Horatie and Marcellusy 
Therivalls of my watch, bid them make hafte, 

‘ Enter Horatio and Afarcetlm. 

Tran. I thinke 1 heare them. Stand ho ; who is there ? 

AT(7r^. Friends to this ground. 

And Linemen to the Dane.- 

rA a Fran* 





ne Tragedy of 

^r^^.GIveyou good night. 

Afar. O farewell honeft fouldiers : who hath relieved you ? 

Fra. Bernardo hath my place : give you good night. Exit Frath 
Afar-Holh Barnardo* 

Bar. Sayjwhat is Horatio there ? 

JHora. A peeceoffaim. 

Bar. Welcome Horatio , Welcome good MarctUus* 

Hora. What, ha*s this thing appear’d againe to night ? 
have feene nothing. 

Mar. Horatio {ayes *tis but a phantafiie. 

And win not let beliefe take hold of him. 

Touching this dreaded fight twice feene of us j 
Therefore I have entreated him along. 

With us to watch the nrinuces oftfais night, • 

That ifagainc this apparition come. 

He may approve our eyes and fpeake to it. 

Hora, Tii(li,tufli, ’twill not appeare. 

Bar. Sit downe a while, 

.And let us once againe aflaile your eares 
That are fo fortified againft our flory, 

W hat we have two nights feene^. 

Hora. W ell, fit we downe. 

And let us heare Barnardo Ipeake of this. 

Bar.'Lz^ night of all, 

W hen yond fame ftar. that’s Wefiwardfrom the Pole, 

Had made his conrfet’illumine that part of heaven 
W here now it burnes , AdarcellmznA my felfe,. 

The Bell then beating one. 

Enter 

Mar. Peace, breake thee off, looke where it comes againCv 
Bar. In the fame figure, like the King that's dead. 

M ar. Thou art a Scholar, fpeake to it Horatio. 

Hor . Moft likei it borrow es me with feare and wonder. 

Bar. It would be fpoke to. 

Mar.%^tA^QX.oiiHorat)o. 

Hera. What art thou that ufurpfl: this time of night, 

Together with that faire and warlike forme, 

In wWch the Mwijefty ofbuded 

Did 



(prince of Dfnmarkc. 

Did (bmetimes march ? by heaven I charge thee fpeake. 
Afar. It is offended. 

.P^r.Seeitftalkesaway. 

Hor* Stay, fpeake, fpeake, I ebafge thee fpeakc- 
Exit Ghofi* 

|^.d/4r.Tisgoneandwillnotan{wer. 

Bar. How now Horatio ? you tremble and loQKC pale • 

Is notthis fbmeebing more tnan phantafie ? 

What thinke you of it ? 

Before my God I might not this belecvc, 
Without the fenfible and true avouch 
Ofmineowne eyes. 

Mar. Is it not like the King ? 

Her. As thou art to thy felfe : 

Such was the very armour he had on, 

W hen he th’ ambitious Norway combated. 

So frown'd he once , when in an angry Parle 
He fmote the fleaded Pollax on the ice. 

Tis firange. 

Mar. Thus twice before, and jumpe at this fame houre, 
•With martial! ftaJke hath he gone by ourwateb. 

Hora. In what particular thought to worke I know nor, 
But in the grofle and (cope of mine opinion. 

This bodes feme ftrange eruption to our State. 

Mar. Good now fit downe, and tell me he that knowes,; 
Why this fame ftridl a nd moft obfervant watch 
So nightly toiles the fubjeft of the land. 

And with fuch daily coft of brafen Cannon, 

And forraine Mart for implements ofwarre ? 

W hy fiichjmprefle of fhip-wrights, whofe fore taske 
Does not divide the Sunday from the weeke ? 

What might be toward, that this Iweaty bafte 
Doth make the night joint labour with the day ? 

Whois’c that can infbrme me ? 

Hora. That can I: 

At leaft the whifper goes fo. Our laft King, 

Whofe image even but now appear’d to us, 

Was, as you know, by Fortinirajfe of Horwaj^ 



Thereto 





iiftuSig 



The Tragedy 0/ Hamlet 

Thereto prickt on by a mod emulate pridci 
Dat’d to the combate ; in which our valiant 
(For fo this fide ofour knowne world efteem'd him) 
Did flay this Vortinhra^e , who by a feal’d compaft, 
W cll ratified by Law and Heraldry, 

Did forfeit ( with his life) all thefe his lands 
W hich he flood feiz*d of , to the Conquerour ; 
Againft the which a moity competent 
Was gaged by our King, which had returne 
To the inheritance of Fortwiraffe^ 

Had he bin vanquiflit ; asbyjhe fame co-mart. 

And carriage of the Articles defignc. 

His fell to Hamlet : now fir, young Fortinbrajfe^ 

Of unimproved metall, hot, and full, 

Hath in the skirts of Norway here and there 
Sharkc up a lift of lawlefferefolutes. 

For food and diet to Ibme entcrprife 
That hath a ftomackein’t , which no other 
As it doth well appeare unto our ftate. 

But to recover of us by flrong hand 
And tearmes compulfatory,thofeforefaid lands 
So by his father loft : and this I take it 
Is themaine motive of our preparations. 

The fource of this our watch, and the chiefe head 
Of this pofte hafte, and romeage in the land. 

Bar. I thinkeit be no other but even fo : 

Well may it fort that this portentous figure 
Comes armed through our watch fo like the King 
That was and is the queftion of the/e warres. 

Hora. A more it is to trouble the mindes eye. 

In the moft high and palmy ftate of Rome, 

A little ere the mightieft Julius felly 
The graves flood tenantleffe , and the fheeted dead 
Didfaiieake and gibber in the Roman flreetSj 
As ftarres with traines of fire,and dewes of blood, 
Dilafters in the funne, and the moift ftarre. 

Upon whofeinfluence Empire fiands. 

Was uckealmoft to Doomcfday with cdipfe, 



It fpreads 
his armes* 



frince of Dcnmarkc. 

And even the like precurfc of fierce events. 

As harbingers preceding ftill the fates 
And Prologue to the Omen comming on, 

Have heaven and earth together demonftrated 
Unto our Climatures and Countrimen. 

Enter Ghofi. 

But foft,behold / lo where it comes apine, 
llecrofle it thonghit blaft me : Stay illufion. 

If thou haft any found , or ufe of voice, 

Speake to me : if there be any good thing to be done. 

That may to thee doe eal'e , and grace to me, 

Speake to me. 

If thou art privie to thy Countries fate, 

Which happely foreknowing may avoid, 

O Ipeake : 

Or ifthou haft nphoorded in thy life 
Extorted treafurein the wombe of earth, 

For which they fay your Ipirits oft walke in death, The cocke 

Speake of it, flay and fpeake ; flop it Marcellus* crowes. 

Mar. Shall I ftrike it with my partifan ? 

HoY- Doe if it will not ftand. 
jP^r.Tishere. 

Hi?r.*Tishcre. 

Mar*\\^ gone. 

W e doe it wrong , being fo Majefticall, 

To offer it the flievv of violence : 

For it is as the ai re, invulnerable. 

And our vainc blowes malicious mockery. 

Bar. Tt was about to fp. ake when the cocke crew* 

Hor, And then it flatted, like a guilty thing 
Upon a fearefull (ummons : I have heard. 

The cocke, that is the trumpet tothe morne. 

Doth with his lofty and fhri 11 founding throat 
Awake the God of day ; and at his warning. 

Whether in fea or fire, in earth or aire, 

Th’extravagant and erring fpirit hyes 
To his confine ; and of the mith herein 
This prefent obje<ft made probation. 

Mar- 



And 




The Tragedy o/Hamlet 

Afar. It faded on the crowing of the cockc# 

Some fay that ever *gainft that leafon comes, 

W herein onr Saviours birth is celebrated, 

Thisbird of dawning fingeth all night long, 

And then they fay no fpirit dares ftirre abroad, 

The nights are wholfome ; then no Planets ftrike. 

No Fairy takes, no witch hath power to charmc ; 

So hallowed and fb gracious is that time. 

Hor- So have I heard, and doe in part beleeve it : 

But looke,the morne intuifet mantle clad 
Walkes ore the dew of yon high Eaftward hill : 

Breake we our watch up , and by my advice 
Let us impart what we have feene to night 
Unto young ; for upon my life 

Thi s fpirit aumbe to us will l^ake to him# 

Doe you confent we (hall acquaint him with it. 

As needfiill in our loves, fitting our duty ? 

Afar.Ltt*s doo’t I pray ; and I this morning know 
Where we lhall findc him moft convenient. £xemt^ 

Flour tjh. Enter Claudhu King of Denmark^ y Gertrad the 
QueenCyC ounce Hy as Pohniusyandhis fonncLaer- 
tes, Hamlet^ cum aliis, 

Claud* Though yet of Hamlet our deere brothers death 
The memory be greene, and that it us befitted 
To beare our hearts in griefe, and our whole Kingdome 
To be contracted in one brow of woe : 

Yet (6 farre hath diicretion fought with nature. 

That we with wifcft forrow thinke on him. 

Together with remembrance of our felves : 

Therefore our fometime Sifter, now our Queenc, 

Th* Imperiall jointrefte to this warlike State, 

Have we as *t were with a defeated joy. 

With an anfpicious and a dropping eye. 

With mirth in funeral], and with dirge in marriage, 

In equal! fcaie weighing delight and dole. 

Taken to wife, nor have we herein barfd 

Your 



frince o/Dcnmarkc^ 

Your better wifdomes, which have freely gone 
With this aftairc along (for all our thankes) 

Now followes, that you know young FortinhraJJe> 
Holding a weake fuppofall of our worth. 

Or thinking by our late dearc brothers death 
Our ftate to be dif-joint, and out offrame, 
Colkagued with this dreame of his advantage. 

He hath not faild to pefter us with meflage. 
Importing the (urrender of thofe lands 
Loft by hisfather, with allbands of Law> 

To our moft valiant brother. So much for him. 
Now for our felfe, and for this time of nfteting. 
Thus much the bufinelTe is. We have here writ 
To Norway Fortinbraffcy 

who impotent and bedrid ,fcarcely heares 
OfthishisNephevvespurpofe, to fopprefib 
His further gate herein, in that the levies. 

The lifts, and full proportions are all made 
Out ofhis fubjedls : and we here dilpatch 
You good Corneliusy arfd you Voltemandy 
For bearers of this greeting to old Norway y 
Giving to you no funher perfonall power 
To bnfinefte with the King, more than the (cope 
Of thefo delated Articles allow. 

Farewell, and let your hafte commend your duty. 

CorV ?.Inthat,& all things will we fiiew our duty. 

King. We doubt it noching : heartily farewell. 
And now Laertes the newes with you ? 

You told us of Ibme fuit, what is’t Laertes } 

You cannot (peake ofrealbn to the Dane, 

And lole your voice ; what wouldft x\\owhtgLaertes^ 
That fhall notbe my offer, not thy asking. 

The head is not more native to the heart. 

The hand more inftrumentall to the mouth, 

Than is the throne of Denmarke to thy Father : 
What wouldft thou have Laertes f 

Laer. My dread Lord, 

Your leave and favour to rcturne to France y 

B 
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From whence though wilHngly T came to DenmarkSt 
To fhew my duty in your Coronation ; 

Y er now I muft confelTe, that duty done, 

My thoughts and wifhes bend againe tovvard France, 

And bow them to your gracious leave and pardon. 

KiKg.U^vc you your fathers leave ? what layes Tolomus ? 

^olo. He hath, my Lord, wrung from me my (low leave. 

By labourfome petition ; and at lart. 

Upon his will I fcard my hard confent. 

I doe befeech you give him leave to goe. 

King, Take thy faire houre timebe thine. 

And thy beft graces ; fpend it at thy will. 

But now my coufin Hamlet y and my Ibnne. 

Ham. A little more than kin, and lefle than kind. 

King. How is it that the clouds ftill hang on you ^ 

Ham. Not fo much my Lord, I am too much in the ibnne# 
Queen* Good Hamlet cafl: thy nighted colour off^ 

Anklet thine eye looke like zfdtnd on Denmarks* 

Doe not for ever with thy vailed lids 
Sceke for thy noble father in the duft : 

Thou know’ll 'tis common all that lives muft dye. 

Fading through nature to eternity. 

Ham. I Madam, it is common# 

Queen. If it be. 

Why feemes it lb particular with thee ? 

Ham. Seems Madam, nay it is, I know not feems, 

Tis not alone my inkie cloke could (mother. 

Nor cuftomary liites offolemneblacke. 

Nor windie iulpiration of fbrc’t breath. 

No, nor the fruitfull river in the eye, 

Northedejefted haviour of the viiage. 

Together with all formes , moods, fliapes of griefe. 

That can denote me truely ; thefe indeed leemc. 

For they are aflions that a man might play ; 

But I have that within which pafles fticw, 

Thefe but the trappings and tnefuits of woe. 

King. Tis fweet and commendable in your nature Hamlety 
To give thefe mourning duties to your Father. 

But 




In obftinate condolement, is a courfe 
Ofimpiousftubbornneae, ns unmanly gricfis, 

It fhewes a will moft incorreft to Heaven, 

A heart unfortified, or minde impatient. 

An underftanding fimple and unfehool d : 

For what we know muft be,andis as common 
As any the moft vulgar thing to fenfe. 

Why fliould we inour peevifti oppolition 
Take it to heart ? fie, ’tis a fault to heaven, 

A fault againft the dead , a fault to nature. 

To reafon moft abliird, whofe common tbeamn 
Is death of fathers, and who ftill hath cryed 
From the firft coatfe till he that died to day. 

This muft be fo : we pray you throw to earth 
This unptevailing woe, and thinkeof us 

As ofa father : for let the world take note 
You are themoft immediate to our throne. 

And with no lefle nobility of love 
Than that which deareft father beares his fonna 
Doe I impart toward you for your intent 
In going backe to fchoole to mttenberg ; 

It is moft retre^ade to our defire. 

And we befeech you bend you to remaine 
Here in the cheare and comfort of our eye, 

Our chiefeft Courtier, coufin, and our fonnC. 

Que. Let not thy mother lofe her prayers Hamlet i 
1 pay thee flay with us, goe not to mtunberg. 
Ham. I (ball in all my beft obey you Madame. 
Why *tisa lovinganda taire reply. 

Be as ourfelfeiin Denmarke, Madame come. 

This gentle and unforc’ d accord of Hamlet 
Sits fmiling to my heart, in grace whereof 
Nojocond nealth that Denmarke dtinkes to day 
But the great Cannon to the clouds (hall tell. 
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o/ Hamlet 

And the Kings rowfe the heaven ftiallbrnit agalne . 

Refpeaking earthly thunder : Come away. Exeunt aK 

Ham.O that this too too faUied flefh would melt, but H amleu 
Thaw and refolve it felfe into a dew» 

Or that the everlafting had not fixt 
His Cannon ’gainft felfe flaUghter / O God:> Godj 
How weary, ftale, flat, and unprofitable 
Seeme to me all the ufes of this World ? 

Fie on*t, ah fie, *tis an unweeded Garden, 

That growes to feed ; things rank & grofle in nature 
Poflefle it meerly : that it lliould come thus. 

But two moneths dead, nay not lb much , not two. 

So excellent a King , that was to this 
Hyperion to a Satyre,fo loving to my mother. 

That he might not beteeme the windes of heaven 
Vifit her face too roughly : heaven and earth 
Muft I remember, why flie fhould hang on him. 

As if increafe of appetite had growne 
By what it fed on ; and yet within a moneth, 

Let me not thinke onl:, frailty thy name is woman 
A little moneth : Or ere thofe fliooes were old. 

With which flic followed my poorc fathers body. 

Like Niobe all teares, why (he, 

O God / a beaft that wants difeourfe of reafon 
Would have mourn*d longer, married with my uncle> 

My fathers brother, but no more like my father 
Than I to Hercules \ within a moneth, 

Frc yet the laic of moft unrighteous teares 
Had left the flufhing in her gal led eyes. 

She married. Oh moft wicked lpeed,to poft 
With fuch dexterity to inceftuous fheets ; 

It is not, nor it cannot come togood. 

But breake my heart, for 1 muft hold my tongue. 

Enter HorurioyMurcellHi^und Barnarde, 

Hora, Haile to vour Lordfliip. (felfe*- 

Ham. lam glad to fee you well ,• Horatio , or I doe forget my 
Hora. The lame my Lord, and your poore fervant ever. 

Ham. Sir my good friend, lie change that name with you ; 

And 




Trince of Dcnmarke. 

And what make you from mttenberg , Herat h f 
Marcelltu. 

My good Lord. ^ 

Ham. I am very glad to fee you ( good even fir.; 

But what in faith make you from Wittenberg t 
Hora. A truant difpoiition, good my Lord- 
Ham. I would not heare your raemy fay lo. 

Nor fhall you doe my care that violence 
To make it trufter of your owne report 
Againft your felfe ; I know you are no truant ; 

But what is your affaire in Elfemur } 

Wee'll teach you for to drinkc ere you depart. 

HoraMy Lord, I came to fee your fathers funerall. 

Ham. I prethee doe not mocke me fellow ftudent, 

I thinke it was to my mothers wedding. 

Hor. Indeed my Lord it follow'd hard upon. 
iX?«;.Thr 4 ft,thriff #^?,thc funerall bak't meats 

Did coldly furnifli forth the marriage tables. 

Would I had met my deareft foe in heaven 
Or ever I had feene that day Horatio. 

My father, me thinkes I fee my father. 

Hora* W here my Lord ? 

In my mindes tyt Horatio. 

Hora. I faw him once, a was a goodly King. 

Ham. A was a man, take him for all in all, 

I fhall not lookc upon his like againe. 

Hora. My Lord, I thinke I law him yefternight. 

Ham, Saw who ? 

H ora. My Lord, the King your Father. 

The King ray father! 

Hora. Seafon your admiration for a while 
With an attentive eare, till I may deliver 
Upon the witnefle of thefe Gentlemen 
This marvaile to you. 

Ham.Vor Gods love let me heare. 

Hora. Two nights togetlier had thefe Gentlemen, 

^JMarcelltu ^Ti^Earnardo^ on their watch. 

In the dead vaft and middle of the night 

B 3 Been 




The Tragedy c/" Hamlet 

B een thus encountred : a figure like your father. 
Armed ac point, exa6Uy, Cap a pe^ 

Appeares before them, and with folcmne march 
Goes flow and flately by them : thrice he waike 
By their opprefl and feare furprifed WS 
Within this truncheons length , whilft they duxill a 
Almoft to gelly with the zA of feare, 

Stand dumbe and fpeake not to him : this to me 
In dreadfull fecrecie impart they did. 

And Iwith them the third night kept the watch. 
Where, as they had delivered, both in time. 

Forme of the thing, each word made true and good. 
The apparition comes : I knew your father, 

Thefe hands are not more like. 

Ham .But where was this ? 

^^r.MyLord upon the platform where we watcht* 
Ham.Didyou not fpeakc to it ? 

Hor. My Lord, I did. 

But anfwer it made none : yet once me thought 
It lifted up its head, and did addrefle 
It felfe to motion, like as it would fpeake ; 

But even then the morning Cocke crew loud. 

And at the found it flirunke in hafte away. 

And vanifht from our fight. 

Ham. Tis very ftrange. 

r JTi>r.AsTdoelive,my honour’d Lord, 'tis true. 
And we did thinke it writ downc in our duty 
To let you know of it. 

Ham. Indeed firs but this troubles me , 

Hold you the watch to night ? 
jiU* W e doe my Lord. 

Ham. Arm’d fay you ? 

All. Arm’d my Lord. 

Ham* From top to toe ? 

AH. My Lord, from head to foot. 

Ham. Then (aw you not his fiice ? 

Hor a. O yes my Lord, he wore his beavcr Up« 
Ham* What Plookthcfrowningly? 
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Prince of Dcnittarke.’ 

Hor.h countenance more in fbrrow than in anger, 
AT^w.Paleorrcd? 

//i?r.Nay very pale. 

Ham* And fixt his eyes upon you ? 

Hor. Moft conftantly . 

Ham. I would I had been there. 

Hor* It would have much amaz’d you* 

Ham. Verv like ; ftaid it long ? _ , . 



Both. Longer, longer- 
Hor. Not when I faw"c. 

Ham. His beard was grifsled, no. 

Hor. It was as I have feene it in his life 



A fable filver’d. ^ * 

Ham. I will watch to night. 

Perchance ’twill waike againe. 

I warn’t it will. 

Ham. If it aflume my noble fathers perlbn 
lie fpeake to it, though hell it felfe fhould gape 
And bid me hold my peace. I pray you all. 

If you have hitherto conceal’d this fight> 

Let it be tenable in your filence ftill. 

And whatlbever clfe (hall hap to night. 

Give it an underftanding,but no tongue ; 

I will requite your bves : So fare you well. 

Upon the platforme ’twixt eleven and twelve 
lie vifit you. 

tAll. Our duty to your honour. Bxeunt . 

Ham.^o\xx loves, as mine to you ; Farewell. 

My fathers (pirk in armes, all is not well, 

I doubt (bme foule play, would the night were come: 

Till then fit ftill my Ibule, foule deeds will rife. 

Though all the earth orewhelme them to mens eyes. 

Enter Laertes ysnd Ophelia his Sifter m 

Laer. My nece^ies are imbarkt, farewell. 

And fifter, as the windcs give benefit 
And convay in affiftant, d&c not fleep, 

But let me heare ftom you. 

Ophch . 
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T.'heTragedy of Hamlet 

0»i</. Doc you doubt that ? 

Laer. For Hamlet^ and the trifling of hiS favour. 
Hold it a faflrion, and a toy in blood, 

A violet in the youth of prime nature. 

Forward, not permanent ; fweet,not lafting. 

The perfume and fuppliance of a minute ; 
more. 

OpheL No more but fo. 

L (ter. Thinke it no more. 

For nature creflant does not grow alone. 

In thewcs and bulkes, but as this Temple waxes. 
The inward fervice of the mind and (bule 
Growes wide withall : perhaps he loves you now> 
And now no (bile nor cautell doth befimerch 
The venue of his will ; but you muft fcare 
His greatnefle wai*d, his will is not his ownc. 

He may not, as unvalued perfbns doc. 

Crave for himfelfe ; for on his choice depends 
The fafety and health of this whole ftace. 

And therefore muft his choice be circumferib’d 
Unto the voice and y eelding of th^t tody 
Whereof he is the head: then if he (aies he loves you. 
It fits your wifdome fo far to beleevc it. 

As he in his panicular a6b and place 
May give his faying deed ; which is no further 
Than the maine voice of Denmark^ goes withall. 
Then weigh what Ioffe your honour may fuftaine. 

If with too credent eare you lift his longs, ^ 

Or loofe your heart, or your chafte treafiire open 
Tohisunmaftred importunitie. , 

Feare it Oph/ia, feare it my deare fifter. 

And keep you in the reare o^our affeftion, 

Out^f the fhot and danger of Jefire : 

The charieft tnaid is prodigall enough. 

If file unmaske he^ beauty to the Moone : 

‘‘ Vertue it felfe fcapes not calumnious ftrokes ; 

The canker galls the infant of the Spring 
Too oft before their buttons be difclos’d. 
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Trince of Denmark^ 

And in the mornc and liquid dew of youth 
Contagious blaftments are moft imminent. 

Be warie then, beft fafety lyes in feare. 

Youth to it felfe rebells though none elfe nccre. 

OpheL I fhall the cflfe(ft of this good Icflbn keepi 
As watchmen to my heart : But good my brother 
Doe not as feme ungracious Paftors doe. 

Shew me the ’fteep and thorny way of hcaveftf 
Whiles a puft and rcchleffe Libertine, 

Himfelfe the primrofe path of dalliance treads. 

And reakes not his ownc reed. Enter Eelonim* 

Laer. O feare me not; 

I ftay too long : but here my father comes- 
Adoublebleffingisa double grace, 

Occafion fmiles upon a fecond leave. 

*Tolo.Ytt here Laertes ? aboord,aboord for Chamc, 
The winde fits in the fhoulder of your failc. 

And you are ftaid for. There, my blefling with thee. 
And thefe few precepts in thy memory 
Look thou chara^er : Give thy thoughts no tonguC, 
Nor any unproporcion’d thought his : 

Be thou familiar, but by no mcanes vulgar : 

Thofe friends thou haft and their adoption tried. 
Grapple them unto thy foule with hoops of ftceic. 
But doe not dull thy palme with entertainment 
Ofeach new hatcht , unfledg*d courage : beware 
Of entrance to a quarrell , but being in, 

Bear t that th'oppofer may beware of thee : 

Give every man thy eare, but few thy voice ; 

Take each mans cenlure, but referve thy judgement : 
Coftly thy habit as thy purfc canbuy. 

But not expreft in fancy,* rich, not gaudy ; 

For the apparell oft proclaimes the man. 

And France of the beft ranke and ftation. 

Are ot a moft feleft and generous, chiefe in that : 
Neither a borrower nor a lender toy, 

Forloveofc Jofestothitfelfeand fi-iend, 

And borrowing dufts the edge of husbandry. 
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This above all, to thine owne fcifebc true. 

And it muft follow as the night to day j 
TTiou canft not then be falfe to any man, 

rarewelhmy.bleffingieafonthisintliee. 

Zaer. Mollhnmbly doe I take my leave my Lord. 

Pol. The time inverts you, goe, your fervants tend. 

Zaer. Farewell OfheliayZiA remember well 
What I have faid to yon. 

Ofhel, Tis in my memory lockt. 

And yon your felfe (hall keep the key of it. 

Laer, FarewelL Laertes, 

Pol^N hat isT Ofhetla he hath faid to you ? 

Ofheh So pleafe you,lbmething touching the Lord Hamlet, 
PoU Marrie well bethought. 

’Tis told me he hath very oft of late 

Given private time to you : and you your felfe 

Have of your audience beene moft free and bounteous* 

If it be fo, as fo ’tis put on me. 

And that in way of caution , I muft tell you 
You doe not underftand your felfe fo cleerly 
As it behoves my daughter, and your honour : 

What is between you ? give me up the truth. 

Ofhel He hath my Lord of late made many tenders 
Of his affe6lion to me. 

Pol Affedion ! puh, youfpeake like a gtcenc girle, 
Unfiftedinfuch pcrillous circumftance : 

Doe you beleevehis tenders, as you call them ? 

Ofhel I doe not know, my Lord, what I fhould thinkc* 
P^?/.Marry I will teach you, think your felfcababic. 

That you have ta’n theie tenders for true pay. 

Which are not fterling : tender your felfe more dearly, 

Or (not to cracke the winde of tne poore phrafe ) 

W rong it thus, you’ll tender me a fbole. 

Ofhel. My Lord, he hath importun’d me with love 
In honourable fefhion. 

^oL I/afhion you may call it, goe too, goe too. 

Ofhel, And hath given countenance to his (peccb, 

My Lord with alinort all the holy vowes of heaven. 
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Pel. I/pringes to catch Wood-cockes ; I dokuOTt 
When the blood burncs how prodigall thefoulc 
Lends the tongue vowes , th^ blazes daughtcc 
Giving more light than heat ; cxtin(S inboth* 

Even in their promife, as it is a making, 

Ynu muft not tak’t for fire : from this time 
Be fomething fcantcr of your maiden prefencC^ 

Set your entreatments at a higher rate 
Than a command to parley ; for Lord HamUt$ 

Belccve fo much in him, tnat he is young. 

And with a larger tedder may he walkc 
Than may be given you : in few Ofhcliay 
Doe not beleeve his vowes, for they arc Brokersi 
Not of that dye which their invcfl:mciics (hew* 

But mecre implorar ors of unholy foits. 

Breathing Iikefan(ftificd and pious bonds. 

The better to beguile : this is for all, 

I would not, in plainc termes, from this time forth 
Have you foflander any moments lei furc, 

As to give words or talke with the Lord Hamlet^ 

Looke too’c I charge you, come your wayes. 

Ofhel. I (ball obey my Lord. Exeunt. 

Enter Hamlet y Horatio ^and Marcellus^ 

Ham. The aire bites forewdly , it is very cold. 

Hora.liis nipping,and an eager aire. 

A/^iw.'What hourenow? 

Hora. T ihinke it lacks of twelve* 

^^r.No, it is ftrooke. 

Hora, Indeed, I heard it not : it then drawes neere the feafon 
Wherein the fpirit held his wont to walk. jifloHrijh ofTrum^ 
W hat does thi s meane my Lord ? petty and two pieces goe offi 

Ham. The King doth walke tonight, and takes his rowfe, 
Keepcs waflell, and the fvvaggering up-lpringreclcs. 

And as he draines bis draughts of Rhenifti downc# 

The Kettle Drum and Trumpet thus bray out 
The triumph of his pledge. 

Is it a cuftome ? 

^^w.Imarryis’c, 
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But to my miiide> thongh I amt native here 
And to the mann et home, it isa cuftomc 
More honour'd in the breach than the oblervancc : 

This hcavie-hcaded revell Eaft and Weft 
Makes us traduc’d and taxed of other Nations ; 
They clepe us Drunkards^nd with iwinifh phrafe 

SoiJe our addition: and indeed it takes 

From our atchievementSathough perform d at height# 
The pith and marrow of our attribute : 

So oft it chances in particular men, 

That for feme vicious mole of nature in them> 

As in their birth, wherein they are not guilty, 

( Since nature cannot choofe his origen) 

By their ore-growth of fome complexion. 

Oft breaking downe the pales and forts of reafon ; 

Or by fome habit that too much ore^leavens 
The forme of plaufivc manners,thatthefemen 
Carrying I fay the ftampe of one defeft. 

Being Natures livery, or Fortunes ftarre, 

His vertues clfebe they as pure as grace, 

As infinite as man may uhdergoe, 

Shallin the generall cenfure take corruption 
From that particular fault : the dram of eafe 
Doth all the noble fubftance of a doubt 
To his owne fcandall. E^iter 

Hor, Looke my Lord, it comes. 

Ham. Angels and Minifters of grace defend us ! 

Be thou a Ipirit of health, or Goblin damny, 

Bring with thee aircs from heaven, or blafts from hcl. 
Be thy intents wicked or charitable. 

Thou com’ftin (uch a queftionable (hape 
That I will fpeake to thee ; He call thee HamUty 
King, Father , royall Dane : O anfivcrc me. 

Let me not burft in ignorance, but tell 
Why thy canoniz’d Sdhcs hcarfed in death 
Have burft their cerements : why the Sepulcher, 
Wherein we ftw thee quietly interr’d. 

Hath op*c bis ponderous and marble jawes. 
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To caft thee up againe : what may this meane 
That thou dead coarfe againe in complete IteeiC 
Revifites thus the glimpfes of the moone, 

Making night hideous, and wc fooles of nature 

Sohorridlytolhakeourdifpofition 

With thoughts beyond the reaches of our loulcs ? 

Say why is this ? wherefore ? what ftiou d we doe . 

kora. Itbeckens you togoe away With it. 

As ifit fome impartment did defire 
To you alone. 

Mar. Looke with what courteous aclion 
It waves you to a more removed ground. 

But doe not goe with it. 

HoraMlOy by no meanes* ^ 

Ham. It will not fpeake, then I will follow ic* 

Hora. Doe not my Lord. 

Ham. Why ? what (houldbe the feare ? 

1 doe not fet my life at a pins fee : 

And for my foulc , what can it doe to that. 

Being a thing immortall like it fclfe 
It waves me forth againe , He follow it. 

Hora. ^Vhat if it tempt you toward the flood my Lord, . 
Or to the dreadfull fomnet of the cleefc. 

That bcttels ore his bafe into the fra. 

And there aflame fome other horrible forme. 

Which might deprive your foveraignty of rcalbn, 

And draw you into madnefic ? thinkc ofic. 

The very place puts toyes ofdef^ration 
Without more motive, into every brainc. 

That lookcs fo many fadomes to the fra. 

And heares it roarc beneath. 

Ham.lt waves me ftill, 

Goe on. He follow thec. 

AMar.You fhall not goc myLotil. 

Ham.l\o\A off your hands- 
Hora. Be rul’d, you (hall not goc. 

Ham. My fate cry es out. 

And makes each petty artery in this body 
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As liardy as the Nemcan Lions nerve : 

Still am I call’d ; unhand me Gentlemen, 

By heaven He make a Ghoft of him that lets mej 
I iky away : Goe on Jle follow thee. Exit Ghofi and Hamlet], 

Hor. He waxes defperate with imagination. 

Mar. Lets follow, 'tis not fit thus to obey him. 

Hora. Have after : to what iffuc will this come ? 

Mar> Something is rotten in the State o? Denmark,^ ^ 

Hora. Heaven will direft it. 

Mar. Nay let s follow him. Sxemu 

Enter a**i Hamlet. 

Ham, Whither wilt thou lead me ? fpeake, lie goe no further# 

Ghofi. Markc me. 

Ham, I wilL 

Ghofi.Mybomt isalmoftcomo^ 

When I to lulphrousand tormenting flames 
Muft render up my felfe. 

Ham. Alas poore Ghofl-. 

Ghofi^. Pity me not, but lend thy ierious hearing 
To what I fhall unfold. 

Ham. Speakc, I am bound to heare. 

Che. So art thou to revenge when thou (halt hearc. 

JT^w.What? 

Ghoft. I am thy fathers Ipirk, 

Doom’d for a certaine terme to walke the night, 

And for the day confin’d to faft in fires. 

Till the foule crimes, donein my dayes of nature 
Are burnt and purg’d away : But that I am forbid 
To tell the fecrets of my prifon* houfe, 

I could a tale unfold, whofe lighted word 
Would harrow up thy foule, freeze thy young blood. 

Make thy two eyes like flats ftart from their fphercs. 

Thy knotted and combined lockes to part. 

And each particular haireto ftand an end 
Like quills upon the fearefullPorpentine : 

But this eternall blazon mufl not be 
To eares of flcfli and blood : lift, lift, O lift, 

If thou didft ever thy deare father love. 

Hapf4 
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ffam.OGod! ^ „ , 

Gho. Revenge his foule & moft unnatural! murder. 

Ham, Murder ! 

Ghofi. Murder moft foule, as in the belt it is ; 

But this moft fouIe> ftrange and unnaturall. 

//rfw.Haft me to know’t, that I with wings as fwift 
As mediation, or the thoughts of love,. 

Mayfweepeto my revenge. 

Ghoft. 1 finde thee apt ; 

And duller Ihouldft thoube than the fat weed 
That roots it felfe in cafe on Lethe wharfe, 

Wouldft thou not ftirre in this : now Hamlet heare, 

Tis given out, that fleeping in my Orchard 
A Serpent flung me : lb the whole eare o(DenmarK,e 
Is by a forged procelTe of my death 
Rankely abufed : but know thou, noble Youth, 

The Serpent that did fling thy fathers life 
Now weares his Crownc. 

Ham. O my Prophcticke foule, my uncle ! 

Ghofi. I, that incefluous, that adulterate beaft. 

With witchcraft of his wits, with trait ’rous gifts, 

O wicked wits, and gifts that have the power 
Sotofeducelwontohis fliamelull luft 
The will of my moft leeming vertuous Queene.. 

0 Hiw/tf^jwnatafallingoffwastbtre 
From me, whole love was of that dignity. 

That it went hand in hand even with the vow 

1 made to her in marriage ? and to decline 
Upon a wretch , whole naturall gifts were poore 

To thofc of minebut vertuc,as it never will be mov'd . 

Though Icwdneffe court it in a fli^e of heavenj 
So but though to a radiant Angle linckt, 

W ill fort it felfe in a celefliall bed. 

And prey on garbage* 

But foft, me tmnkes I feuKhe morning aire, 

Briefe let me be : Sleeping within my Orchard, 

My cuftome alwaies of the afternoone. 

Upon my fecure hourc thy uncle ftole 

With-. 
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"With juice of curfed Hebona in a Viall, ^ 

And in the porches ofmy eares did poure 
The leprous diftilment, whofe cft'e6l 
Holds fuch an enmity with blood of man, 

That Iwift as Quick-filver it courfes through 
Thenaturall gatesand allies of the body. 

And with a fudden vigour it doth pofleCTe 
And curd, like eager droppings into milke, 
Thethinand whoKbme blood , fb didit mine. 

And a moll inftant Tetter batkt about 
Moll Lazar-like, with vile and loathlbme cruft 
All"my fmooth body. 

Thus was I (leeping,by a brothers hand. 

Of life,ofCrowne,of ^eene at once difpatcht. 

Cut off even in the bloflbmes of my finne, 

Unnuzled, dilappointed, un-anueld. 

No reckoning made, but fent to my account 
With all my impcrfedlions on my head- 
Oh horrible, O horrible, moft horrible, 

Ifthou haft nature in thee beareit not. 

Let not the royallbed of Denmarke be 
A couch for Luxury and damned Inceft. 

But howibmever thou purfueft this a£l. 

Taint not thy minde,nor let thy foule contrive 
Againft thy mother ought, leave her to heaven. 

And to thofe thornes tW in her bofome lodge. 

To pricke and fling her : fare thee well at once, 
TheGloworme fhewes the matine to be neere. 

And ’gins to pale his nneffeduall fire : 

Adieu, adieu, adieu, remember me. 

HamJO all you hod of heaven ! O earth 1 what elfe? 
And fliall I couple hell ? O fie ! hold my heart, 

And you my finewes, grow not inftant old. 

But beare me Ivviftly up ; remember thee 1 
I thoupoore Ghoft, whiles memory holdsa feat 
In this diftrafted Globe : remembcrthdel 
Yea, from the table ofmy memorie 
He wipe away all triviallfond records. 
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All faw of bookes,all formes, all prefliircspaft. 

That youth and obfervation copied there. 

And thy commandement all alone (hall live 
Within thebooke and volume of my braine, 

Unmixt with bafer matter i yes by heaven. 

O moft pei!nicious woman ! 

O villaine,villaine, foiling damned villaine! 

My tables, meet it is I fet downe, 

That one may ffnile, and (hiile, and be a villaine ; 

At leaft I am fure it may be fo in Dtnmarks^ 

So uncle there you are : now to my word. 

It is adieu, adieu,rcmcmbcr me. 

Ihavefworne’t. Enter Horath 4nd 

Hora. My Lord, my Lord. 

Jl<far •Lord Hamlet, 

Hora. Heavens fecurehim. 

Ham. So be it. 

K.^far, Illo, ho, ho, my Lord. 

Ham. Hillo, ho, ho boy, come, and come. 

Mar. How is’t my noble Lord ? 

Ham, O wonderfull ! 

Hor. Good my Lord tell it. 

Jf4«i.No,youwiIl revealeit. 

Hora. Not I my Lord by heaven. 

Mar. Nor I my Lord. 

Ham. How fay you then, would heart of man once thinke it > 
But you’ll be fecret. 

Both.lhy heaven. 

Ham. There’s never a villaine 
Dwelling in all Denmarke^ 

' But hec’s an arrant Knave. 

H 9ra. There needs no Ghoft, my Lord, come from the grave 
To tell us ‘this. 

Ham. Why right, you are in the right, 

And fo without more circumftance at all 
-I holdit fit that we (hakchands and part. 

You as your bufineflTe and defire (hall point you, 

For every man hath bufindTc and dcfire, 

AlJ O ' Such 
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Such as it isj and for my owne poore pare 
1 will goe pray. 

Hora. Thefe are but wild and whurling words my Loref^ 

Ham. I am forry they offend you heartily? 

Yes faith heartily. 

H&ra. There’s no offence my Lord. 

Ham . Yes by Saint Pa^richhvit there is Horath, 

And much offence too ; touching this vifton here? 

It is an honeft Ghoft, that let me tell you ; 

For your defire to know what is betweene us 
Ore- mafter’t as you may: and now good friends, 

As you are friends. Scholars, arid Souldiers 
Give me one poore requefi. 

Hora. What is’c my Lord, we wilL 

Ham. Never makeknowne what you haveleenc tonighti; 

My Lord vve will not. 

Ham. Nay but fwear’t. 

Hora. In faith my Lord not !• 

0iYar, Nor I my Lord in faith. i 

Ham. Upon my fword. 

Jl^ar. We have fworne my Lord already/ 

Ham. Indeed upon my fword, indeed. 

Chofi cries under the flnge^ 

^hofi. Sweare. 

Ham. Ha, ha, boy, faift thou lb ? art thou there true- penny ? 
Gome on, youheare this fellow in the Selleridgc 
Confent to fweare. 

Hora . Propofe the oath my Lord. 

Ham. Never to fpeake of this that you have feenei 
Sweare by my fword* 

Cho^:. Sweare. 

Ham, Hic& then wee’ll Ihifc ourground : 

Come hither Gentlemen 

And lay your hands againeupon my fword : 

Sweare by my Ivvord . 

Never to fpeake of this that yon have heard; 

Cho^h. Sweare by his fword. 

Ham. w dl laid old Molc,canft thou workc i’th earth fo ? 

Awor- 
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A worthy Pioner. once more remove goodfriends.'- 
Hora.O day and night ’but this is wondrous ftrangfi. 
Ham. And therefore as a ftranger give it welcome: 

There are more things in heaven and earth Horatio 
Than are dream’t of in your Philofophy : but come, 
Hereasbefore;never fo help you mercy, 

(How firange or oddc fo ere I bcare my felfej 
As I perchancehereafter ftiall thinkc meetj 
To put anantike difpofition on. 

That you at fuch times feeing me, never fhall 
With armes cncombrcd thus , or head thus fhak^t. 

Or by pronouncing of feme doubtfull pbrafe, 

As?wcll well, we know,or we could and if we vyonld. 

Or if we lift to fpcakc,or there be and if they mighty ^ 

Or fuch ambiguous giving out, to not^ 

That you know ought of me, this doe fweare. 

So grace and mercy at your moft need helpc you. 

Ghofi. Sweare. 

H^«;.Rcft,reft,perturbed fpirit* So Gentlemen 
With all my love I doe commend me to you. 

And what fo poore a man as Hamlet is 

May doe t’cxpreffc his love and friending to you 

God willing (hall not lackc : let us goe in together,’ 

And ftill your fingers on your lips I pray. 

The time is out of joint, O curf^ Ipight 
That ever I was borne to fet it right ! 

Nay come, lets goe together. Exeunti 

Enter old ^oloniiis with his man or two* 

Eol. Give him this money, and thefe two notes Reynaldol 
, Rejf. I will my Lord. 

Pol. You fballdoe marvellous wifely, good Reynaldo^ 
Before you vifit him to make inquire 
Of his behaviour, 

Rey. My Lord I did intend it* 
Pi^/.Marriewellfaid,vcrywellfaid,lookeyou fir, 

Enauirc me firft what Danskfrs are in Paris, 

And how,and who,what means,and where they keep, 

VVhat company,ac what expcncc : and finding 
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By this encompaffment and drift of queftion. 

That they doc know my fon , come you more neercc 
Then your paaicular demands will tonehic. 

Take you as’t were fome diftant knowledge ot him. 

As thus, I know his father, and his friends. 

And in part him ; Doe you marke this Reynaldo * 

Rey. I, very well my Lord. 

And in part him,but you may fay not werl> 

But if it be he I mcane hcc’s very wilde, 

Addided fo and fo, and there put on him 
W hat forgeries you pleafe, marry nonefbrankc 
As may diflionour him, take heed ofthat ; 

But fir, filch wanton, Wild, and ufuall flips 
As are companions noted and moft knowne 
To youth and liberty. 

%ey- As gaming my Lord. 

Tol. I, or drinking, fencing, fwearing. 

Quarrelling, drabbing,you may goe fo farre. 

Rey , My Lord, that would diflionour him. 

?oL Faith as you may feafon it in the charge. 

Y ou muft not put another fcandall on him. 

That he is open to incontinency, 

That*s not my meaning, but breath his faults fo quaintly. 
That they may feeme the taints of liberty, 

Iht flafli and out-breake of a fiery mind, 

A favagenefle in unreclaimed blood 
Ofgenerallaffault. '■ 
iJ^^.But my good Lord. 

Wherefore ihould you doe this ? 

Rey. I my Lord, I would know that, 
y <?/. MaYiy ft heiK’^my 
AndlbeleeveitisafetchofWiu- - 
You laying thefe Height fullies on iny fbnne. 

As ’twere a thing a little (bird with working, 

Mark y ou,your party in eotiverfe,he you would found. 
Having ever feene in tbe^prenom mate crimes 
The youth yon breattiof guilty, be afliiry ’ 

He clofcs with you in this coilfcquence j . 
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Good fir (or fo) or friend, or Gentleman, 

According to the phrafe or the addition 
Ofmanandcountreyj 

By the Maffe 1 was about to fay fomething. 

Where did Heave? 

Rey.ht clofes in the confequence. 

Pol. At clofes in the confequence ; I marry, 

He clofes thus, I know the Gentleman 

Ifawbim yefterday,orth*otherday. 

Or then, or then, with liich or fuch, and,as you lay, 

There was a gaming there, or tooke in s rowfe. 

There falling out at Tennis, or perchance 
I faw him enter fuch and fuch a houfe of fale, 

. F^j^^//r^^,aBrothell,orfoforth. Seeyounow, 

** Your bait of falfliood takes this carpepf truth. 

And thus doe we of wifdome and of reach. 

With windleffes, and with eflayes of byas. 

By indire6f s finde direftions out : 

So by my former Lefture and advice 

Shall you my fonne. You have me, have you not ? 

:Rey. My Lord I have. 

PoL God buy ye, fare ye well. 

Rey. Good my Lord. 

^ol\ Obferve his inclination in your felfe. 

JR^^.IfhallmyLord. 

^oL And let him ply his Muficke. 

Rey. Well my Lord. Rxit Rey. 

Enter Ofhelia. 

P^?/.FarweIl.How nowOf /?tf//^,whai*s the matter? 

Ofh.O my Lord,my Lordjhave binfo affrighted. 

Polo. With what i*th name of God ? 

Opkel.My Lord as Iwas fowing in my Clofet, 

Lord Hamlet with his doublet all unbrac’d. 

No hat upon his head bis flockins foul’d, 

Ungarcred, and downe gy^ed to his ankle. 

Pale as his fliirc> his knees knocking each other, 
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And with a looke fo piteous in putpgf, | 

As if he had beens loofed out of bell | 

To fpeake of horrorsjhe comes before me. / 

Pol. Mad for thy love ? 

Ofhel. My Lord I dc^ not kno .V, 

But tfuely I doe feare it. 

What faid he? 

Ofhel, He took me by the wrift, and held me nara» 

Then goes he to the length of all his arme> 

And with his other hand thus ore his brow 
He falls to fuch perulall of my face 
As a would draw, it : long ftaid he fo. 

At laft, a little (Baking of mine arme, 

And thrice his head thus waving up and dovvne. 

He raifed a figh fo piteous and profound 
As it did feeme to (hatter all his bulke. 

And end his being : that done, he lets me goe. 

And with his head over his (Boulders turned 
Hee feem*d to finde his way without his eyes ; 

For out of doores he went without their helpes. 

And to the la(f bended their light on me. 

Pol, Come, goe with me> 1 willgoe feeke the King« 

This is the very exta(ie of lovej 
W hofe violent property forgoes it felfe, ^ 

And leads the will to del'perate undertakings. 

As oft as any paffions under heaven 
That docs affli(a our natures : I am (brrie ; 

W hat ? have you given him any hard words of late ? 

Ofhel. No my good Lord, but as you did command, 

I did repell his letters, and dcni’d 
Hisaccefletome. 

Pol. That hath madehim mad : 

I am forrie that with better heed and judgement 
I had not coated him ; I fear’d he did but trifle. 

And meant to wrack thee, but bc(Brcw my jealoufic) 

By heaven it is as proper to our age 
To call beyond our felves in our opinions, 

As it is common for the younger fort 
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To lackedircr^tion ; Come, goe we to che King, 

This muft be knowne, which being kept clofe might move 

More griefe to hide , than hate to utter love, 
romp Exemt. 

FUxHjh. Enter 

Gfttlde??fier»e* 

Ktfffr.'WtlcomoSczxcRo/encraw and Guildenjtcrncj 
Moreover, that we much did long to fee you, 

The need we have to life you did provoke 
Ourhaftie fending. Something you have heard 
Of Hamlets transformacr Hj (b I call k, 

Sith nor th exterior, nor the inward man 
Refcmblesthat it was :what it (Bould be 
More than his fathers death, that thus hath put him 
So much from the underflandingof himfelfc 
I cannot drea me of: 1 entreat youboth,- 
That being of fo young dayes brought up'Witn him, 

And fith lo neighboured to his youth and haviour. 

That you vouchfafe vour rdl here in our Court 
Some little time, lb by your companies 
To draw him on to pleaCires and to gather 
So much as from. occaf*on you may glcane> 

Whether ought to ns unknown aflflids him thus > 

That open’d lyes within our remedy. 

Que Good Gent Iemen,he hath much talkt of you, 

And lure I am two men there are not living 
To whom he morearhcrcs ;if it will picaieyou 
To (Bew us(b much gentry and good will. 

As to expend your rime with us a while 
For the fupply and profit of our hope. 

Your vifitation (Bould receive fuch thankes 
As firs a Kings remembrance. 

Rof, Both your Majefties 
M’ght by the Soveraigne power you have of us 
Put your dread plealiircs moreinto com.nand 
Ihantointreary. 

But we both obey. 

And hcrc£ivc up our fclvcs in the full bent 
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To lay ourfervicc freely at your feet. 

Ki>7g Thanks Rofencraui and gentle GMildenfiern. 

0«* Thanks Gmldetiftern,zad gentle Rofeneratu, 
Ibeleechyoninftantly tovifit 
My too much changed fonne : goe fome of you 
And bring thefe Gentlemen where Hamlet is. 

Guil, Heavens make our prefence and our praftices 
Pleafint and helpfull to him. 

Quee». Amen. Extftnt Ref and Guil, 

Enter Eolonius . 

P<?/.Th*Embafladors from Norysf^j^m;^ good Lord, 

Are joyfully return’d. 

King, Thou ftil haft bin the Father of good newes. 

^oL Have I my Lord ? I aflure my good Liege 
I hold my duty as I hold my foule, 

Both to my God and to my gracious King : 

And I doe thinke,or elfe this braine of mine 
Hunts not the tray le of policie foftre 
As it hath us’d to doe, that I have found 
The very caufe of Hamlets lunacie. ^ 

Ktng. O fpealce of that, that doe I long to heare. 

Fol. Give firft admittance to the Err bafladors. 

My newes fhall be the fruit to that great feaft. 

King. Thy felfe doe grace to them,& bring them in- 
He tels me, my d^^c Gertrudy he hath found 
The head and fource ofall your fonnes diftemper. 

Quee, I doubt it is no other but the mainc. 

His fathers death, and our haftie marriage. 

Enter Smbafjadorsz 

King. W ell,we (liall fift him : welcome my good friends 5 
Say V' jltemand^)xiX. from our brother Norway ^ 

VoL Moft faire returne of greetings and defircs : 

Upon onr firft he lent out to fuppreffe 
HisNephewes levies, which to him appear’d 
To be a preparation 'gainft the 
But better lookt into, he truly found 
It was againft your Highnefle ; whereat griev’d 
That fo his (icknefle, age, and impotence 

Was 
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Was falfly borne in hand, fends out arrefts 
On Fortenhrajfcy which hein briefe obayeSp 
Receives rebuke from Norway y^nd in fine. 

Makes vow before his uncle never more 
To give th’aflay of armes againft yourMajcftic : 

W hereon old Norway overcome with joy 
Gives him threefrore thoufand crowns in annual fe^ 
And his Commiflion,toimploy thofe Souldicrs 
So levied as before, againft the ^ollacksy 
With an entreaty herein further ftiowne. 

That it might pleafe you to give quiet pafle 
Through your dominions for this enterprize 
Onfuen regards oflafcty and allowance 
As herein are fet downe. 

King. It likes us well. 

And at our more confidercd time wee’ll read, 
Anfwer, and thinke upon this bufinefle : 

Meane time we thank you for your well took labour, 
Goe to your reft, at night wee’ll feaft together : 

Moft welcome home. ExeHntEmbaJfadors* 

*ToL This bufinefle is well ended. 

My Liege and Madam, toexpoftulatfe 
W hat majeflie fhould be, what duty is. 

Why day is day, night night, and time is time, 

W ere nothing but to wafte night, day, and time ; 
Therefore brevitie is the foule of wit. 

And tedioufnefle the limbes and outward flouriflaes: 
I will bebriefe : your noble fonne is mad. 

Mad call lit, for to define true madnefle, 
Whafris’tbut fobe nothing elfebut mad ^ 

But let that goe. 

Quee. More matter with lefle art. 

Pol. Madam I fweare I ufe no art at all. 

That hee’s mad ’tis true, *tis true, ’tis pitty, 

And pitty ’tis ’tjs true, a foolifti figure, 

But farewell it, for I will ufe no art : 

Mad let us grant him then, and now remaincs 
That we finde out the caufe of this effed. 
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Or rather fay the caufc of this defcft> 

For this effcft defedUve comes by caufe : 

Thus it remaines, and the remainder thus. 

Perpend. 

I have a daughter^ have while (he is mine, 

Who in her duty and obedience, marke, 

Hath given me this ; now gather and furmife. 

To the CeleflUlly tnyfotiles I dolly the mofi beautified Ophelia. 
That*s m illfhrafeya vilefhrafeybeautifiedisa vile phrafe: hut 
you Jhall heareythpcs in her excellent \white bofomCyThefe c. 
en. Came this from Hamlet tohtv ? 

T^ol Good Madam ftay a while, I will be faithful!. 

Doubt thou the flarres are fire y Letter* 

Doubt that the funne doth movcy 
Doubt truth to he a lyer^ 

But never doubt Hove* 

O deare Ophelia lam ill at thefe numbers , I have not Art to 
reckon my groanesi but that I love thee hefty O mofi befl beleeve 
it : Adieu ^ Thine evermore mofi deare Lady ywhilefi this 

tnach me is to himy Hamlet. 

PoL This i n obedience hath my daughter (howne rt\e. 

And more about have hisfolicitings. 

As they fell out by time, by mcanes,and place, 

All given to mine eare. 

King. But how hath flie receiv’d his love ? 

Pol, What doe you thinkeofme? 

King. As of a man faithfull and honourable. 

PoL I would faine prove fo ; but what mi^ht you thinkc 
When I had feene this hot love on the wing, 

As I perceiv’d it f f muft tell you that) 

Before my daughter told me ; what might you 
Or my deare Majeftie your Queen here thinke. 

If I had plaid thedeske,orTable-booke, 

Or given my heart a winking, mute and dumbe. 

Or lookt ii^n this love with idle fight. 

What might you thinke? no,I went round to workc. 

And my young MifircflTc thus T did befpeakc: 

Lord Hamlet is a Prince out of thy (pherc. 

This muft not be : and then I p:ccepts gave her. That 
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That fhe (honld locke her felfe from his rek*t. 

Admit no meflengers, receive no tokens. , 

Whichdone.frietookethcfruitsofmyadvicC, ^ 

And he repell’d, a (hort tale to make. 

Fell into a fadnefle, then into a Faft, 

Thence to a watch, thence into a weaknefle, 

Thence to a Iightncfie,and by this declenfion 
Into the madneCfe wherein now he ravesj 
And all we mourne fbr. 

Kiug^ Doe you thinke ’tis this ? 

Oue. It may be very likely. , , . t i. 

PoL Hath therebeenfuch a time, I would fainektlO W that. 

That I have pofitively laid, *tis fo. 

When it prov’d otherwife ? 

X/»r.NotthatIknow. , 

PoL Take this from this , if thisbc othccwile 9 

If circumftances lead me, I will finde 

W here truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
Within the Centre. 

King. How may we try it further ? 

FoL You know Ibmetimes he walkcs fbure hourcs together 
Here in the Lobby. 

Queen. So he does indeed . 

PoL At ftch a time He loofe my daughter to hirUf 
Be you and I behind the Arras then, 

Marke the encounter; if he love her not. 

And be not from his reafon ftlne thereon. 

Let me be no afiiftant for a State, 

But keep a Farme and Carters. 

King. W e will try it. Enter Hamlet* 

^een. But look where fadly the poore wretch comes reading. 
Pol. Away, I docbefecch you both away, E^it King and 

He board him prefently .Oh give me leave. Queen* 

How does my good Lord Hamlet f 
Ham. W ell, God a mercy. 

PoL Doe you know me, my Lord ? 

Ham. Excellent well, you arc a Fiflhmonger. 

Not I my Lord. 

E 2 Horn * 
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Kam.'Xhtril would you were lb honcft a matk.’ 

y«7.Honeft rriyLord? 

Hum. I fir, to be honeft as this world 
is to be one man pickt out often thoufand. 

That's very true my Lord. 

Ham. For if the Sunne breed maggots in a dead dogge, being* 
good kifllng carrion.. Have you a daughter ? 

Pe/. I have my Lord. . . , , - 

mm . Let her not walke i’th Sun, concepgon is a blefling. 

But as your dahghter may conceive, friend looke to’t. 

Ptf/. How fay you by that ? dill harpingon my daughter, yet he 
knew me not at firft.alaid I was a fin>monger,a is fargone ; and 
truly in my youth I fuffered much extremity for love , very neare 
this : lie fpeake to him againe. What doe you read my Lord ? 

Ham. Words, words, words. 

Ptf/. What is the matter my Lord ? 

Betwecne who ? 

Fol. I meane the matter that you read my Lord.- 

Ham. Slanders fir : for the Satyricall Rogue fairs here,that old 
mcnhave gray beards, that their faces are wrinkled, their eyes 
purging thickc Amber.and Plum-tree Gum, and that they have a 
pleiitifull lackc of wit, together with moft weake hams, all which 
fit though I moft powerfully and potent lybeleeve, yet I hold it 
not honeftic to have it thus fct downe, for your felfc fir lhall grow 

old, as! am, iflike a crab you could goe backward. ^ 

Fol. Though thisbe madneCTe , yet there is method in t, will 
yon walke out of the aire my Lord 
Into my grave. 

Pc/. Indeed that’s outoftheaire;how pregnant Ibmetimee 
his replyes are ? a happines that often madnes hits on, which rca- 
fon and fandlitie could not fo happily be delivered of. I wilMeave 
Kim and my daughter. My Lord I will take my leave of you. 

Ham. You cannot take fix>m me any thing that I will not more 
willingly part withall, except my life, except my life, except my 
life. Enter gHildenfierne and Rofeneraiu. 

Pol. Fare yon well my Lord. 

Ham. Thcfe tedious old foolcs. 

F*l. You goe to fceke the Lord Hamlet} there Be is, 

Mofi 
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jftf/; God fave your fir. ♦ 

CufL My honoured Lord. 

Ah Rofencram good lads how doe youboth . 

Roi As tbeindifterent children ofthe earth. 

Guyl. Happy in that we are not ever happy on fortunes cap. 
We are not the very button. 

Pf4»M. Nor the Ibles of her Uiooe. 
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G«v/. Faith her privates we. . yors. 

Ham. In the fecfet parts offbrtune,oh moft true,{hcis a ftrum- 

pet, Vhatnewes? .a Am,. 

Ref. None my Lord, but the worlds growne honeft. (true. 
Ham. Then is Doomef-day neere : but yOur newcs is not 
But intbe beaten way offricndftiip,what make you at £/(«»«»>■ . 

2(<?/lTovifit you my Lord,no other occafion. 

Pf^w.Becger that I am, I am even poore in thanks, but I thank 
you, and fure dearc friends my thanks are too deare a hdfc-peny ; 
were you not fcnt for ? is it your owne inclining ? is it a tree vihta- 
tion ? come, come, deale juft ly with me, come, come, nay fpeake- 
<?«>/. What fhould we fay my Lord ?. 

Ham. Any thing, but to’th purpofe,you were fcnt for, and twre 

isakind of confcflicn in your lookes, which your modefties have 
not craft enough to colour ; I know the good King and Queene 
have lent for you. 

Pfl/i To what end my Lord ? 

Ham. Thar you muft teach me :but let me conjure youby tte 
rfehtsofonrfellowftiips.bythc confonancyof our youth, by the 
obligation of our ever, prel^ved love 5 and by what more deare a 
better propofer can charge you withall > bee even and direft witu' 
me whether you were fent for or no . 

Rof, What fay you ? l j 

Jlam^zy then I have an eic of y0U:,if you love me hold not oft. 
€hjL My Lord we were fent for. 

Ham, I will tell you why, fo fhall my anticipation prevent your 
difcovery, and your fecrccy to the King and C^cen mouk no fca- 
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ther : 1 have of late, but wherefore I know not, loft all my mftth^ 
forgone all ciiftome of exercifesjand indeed it goes fo heavily with 
m)Tdifpofition,thatthisgoodly frame the earth feemes tomeea 
ftcrill promoncoric ; this moft excellent Canopie the aire, looke 
you, this brave ore-hanged firmament, this majcfticall roofe fret- 
ted with golden fire, why it appeareth nothing to me but a foule 
andpettilent congregation of vapours. Whatapieceaworkeis 
man ! how noble in realbn how infinite in faculties ! in forme and 
moving how expreffe and admirable! inadion how like an An- 
gel ! in apprehenfion how like a God ! the beauty of the world.the 
paragonofanimals;&yettomcwhatis this quinteflenceofduft? 
man delights not me, nor woman neither, though by your fmiling 
youfeemetolay lb. 

Eof My Lord there was no fuch ftuffe in my thoughts. 

Ham.Why did ye laugh then,when I laid man delights not me? 

RefTo thinke my Lord, if you delight hot in man,what Lenten 
entertainment thePlaiers (hall receive from you,we coated them 
on the way,and hither are they comming to offer you fervice. 

He that playes the King (hall be welcome, his Majeftia 
lhallhavetributeofmee, the adventurous Knight (hallufe his 
foy le and target, the lover ftiaJl not figh gratis, the humorous ti. n 
(haft end his part in peace, and the Lady (hall fay her mind freely, 
or the blankc verfe lhall halt for’t. W hat players are they ? 

Rof. Eventhofe you were wont to take fuch delight in,the Tra- 
gedians of the City. 

Ham. How chances it they travell ? their refidence both in re- . 

putation and profit was better both wayes. 

Rof.l thinke their inhibition comes by the meancs of the late 
innovation. 

Ham. Doe they hold the lame eftimation they did when I was 
in the City ? are they lb followed ? 

^ 0 /! No indeedjthey are not. 

Ham.lt is not very ((range ; (or my uncle is King of Denniark, 
and thofe that would make mouthes at him while my father lived, 
give twenty , forty, fifty,a hundred duckets a peece for his piflure 
in little : s’blood thereislbmethingin this more than naturall, if 
Philofophy could finde it out. A Flonrip. 

G«/7. There arc the players. 

Ham. 
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TJam Gentlemen you are welcome to your hands: 

co;Sthen.thCu^^^^^^^^^ 

nvX me comply with you in thisgarbe, left myextenttothe 
?&,whichl\k fairly outwards, (hould more 

appear^ like cntertLment thah yours ; you are w-.come : but ^ 

my Uncle-father and Aunt-mother are deceived. 

S’. iTm buSS when the wind is Sou- 

therly I know a hawke froitia hand-faw. 

Enter Polonita* 

Well be with you Gentlemen. 

H^w.Harke you Gujldenfiern, 2 nd you too, at each eare a hea- 
retsthat great baby as you lee is not yet out ofhis fwadling clouts. 

Eof Happely he is the fecond time come to them^ tor they lay 

an old man is twice a child. . n r u m 

Ham. I will prophecie that he comes to tell me of the Players, 
marke it : You lay right fir, a Munday morning twas then indeed. 

PeL My Lord I have newes to tell you. 

Ham. My Lord 1 have newes co tell you : when RoJjitti was an 
AftorinRomc. 

PoL The A6tors are come hither my Lord. 

AT/rw.BuZjbuz. 

PoL Upon mine honour. ^ 

jy^w.Thencameeach Aflor onhisafle. 

^oL The beft Aftors in the world,either for Tragedy, Comedy, 

Hiftory, Paftorall, Pafiorall-Comicall, Hiftorical-Paftorali fcene 
indevidable, or Poem unlimited; Seneca cannot bee too heavie, 
nor PUutiu too light for the law of writ and the liberty ; theie are 

theonelymen. . 

^am. O Jeftha Judge of IfracI what a treafurehadft thou ? 

PoL What a treafore had he my Lord ^ 

* Ham. Why one faire daughter and no more, the which hee lo- 
ved pa (fing well. 

‘Eol, Still on my daughter. 

Ham. Am I not i’th right old Jeptha ? 

Pol. what fbllowes then my Lord ? 

Ham. Why as by lot God wor , and then you know it came to 
paffe,as moft like it was : thefirft tow of the pans chanlbn will 

Chew 
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fliew you more, for looke where my abridgement comes. 

E^ter the plajers^ 

Ham. You are welcome mafters, welcome all , I am glad to (ee 
thee well, welcome good friends ; oh old friend ! why thy face is 
valanc'd fince I faw thee laft , com’ft thou to beard mee in 
marke ? what my young Lady and Miftrefle my Lady your Ladi- 
fliip is neercr to heaven than when I faw you laft by the altitude 
of a.chopine, pray God your voice, like a peece of uncurranc gold, 
be not crackt within the ring : mafters you are all welcome, wec'il 
e en to*t like friendly Faukners , fiye at any thing wee fee, wee*ll 
have a fpeech ftrait , come give us a tafte of your quality, come a 
pallionate fpeech. 

Player* What Ipcech my good Lord? 

Ham. I heard thee fpeake me a fpeech once,butit was never a- 
£led, or ifit was, not above once, fo|; the play I remember pleafed 
not the million, ’twas caviary to the generall, but it was as I recei- 
ved it and others , whofe juagements in ftch matters cried in the 
top of mine, an excellent play , welldigeftcd in the feenes, fet 
downe with as much modefty as cunning. I remember one laid 
there were no fallets in the lines to make the matter fevoury, nor 
no matter in the phrafe that might indite the author of affe(ftion, 
but caird it an honeft method, as wholefome as (weet, and by very 
much more handlbme than fine ; one Ipeech in'e I chiefly loved, 
'twas <tyEneas talke to Didoi and thereabout of it elpecially when 
he fpeakes o^Priams (laughter, ifit live in your memory begin at 
this line,let me fee, let me fee, the rugged Pyrrhus like th’ircanian 
Beaftj’tisnotit begins with The rugged Pj'rrA^/jhec 

whofe (able armes, 

Blacke as his.purpofe did the night refemblc. 

When he Jay couched in th’ominous horfe, 

Hath now his dread and blacke comple£Hon finear’d 
W ith Heraldry more difmall head to foot : 

Now is he total! Gules, horridly trickt 

With blood of fathers, mothers, daughters, (bnnef, 

Bak*d and embafted with the parching ftreets, 

That lend a tyrannous and a damned light 
To their Lords murder,rofted in wrath and Hrct 
And chusore-cifed with coagulate gore, 




(Pf/wf o/Dcnmarke. 

with eyes like Carbuncle, the hellifh Tyrrhui 
Old granfire PrUm (eekes ; fo proceed you. 

Pel.Vott God mv Lord well fpoken, with good accent good 

7/4/, Anon he finds him ^ (^dilcrction# 

Striking too fhort at Greekes, his anticke (word 
Rebellious to his arme, lyes where it falls. 

Repugnant to command ; unequall matcht, 

Pyrrhus at Priam drives , in rage ftrikes wide. 

But with the whiffe and windc of his fell fword 
Th’unnerved father falls. 

Seeming to feele this blow, with flaming top 
Stoops to his bafe, and with a hideous crafh 
Takes prilbner Pyrrhus eare : for loehis (word. 

Which was declining on the milky head 
Of reverent T^riamy feem’d i'th ayre to ftickc. 

So as a painted tyrant Pyrrhus flood, 

Likea neutrall to his willand matter. 

Did nothing: 

But as we often fee againft feme florme, 

A filence in the heavens, the rackes ftand ftill. 

The bold wind fpcechlelTe , and the orbe below 
As hu(h as death,anon the dreadfull thunder 
Doth rend the region : fo after Pjrrhus pawfe, 

A rowfcd vengeance fets him newaworke. 

And never did the Cyclops hammers fall. 

On Mars his armour, forg’d for proofe eterne, 

W ich lefle remorfe chan Pyrrhus bleeding fivord 
Now falls on Priam, 

Out, out, thou ftrumpet Fortune ! all you gods 
Ing^erallfynod take away her power, 

Breake all the (pokes and felloes from her wheclc. 

And boule the round nave downe the hill ofheaven. 

As low as to the fiends. 

RoAThisis too long. 

Ha. It fhall to the Barbers with your beard : prethce fay on, he’s 

^ iZem ^ ..^1^ (.a /I rw, Hecuha* 
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?dfo.That*sgood* 

P/^^.Run barefoot up and downcjthrcatning the flames^ 
With Bifonrhume, a clout upon that head 
Where late the diadem flood, and for a robe, 

About her lanke and all ore-teamed loynes, 

A blanket in thealarme of fearc caught up. 

Who this had fecne, with tongue in venome fteeptr 
'Gainft fortunes ftate would treafon have pronounc’d : 

But if the gods themfelves did fee her then. 

When file law Pyrrhus make malicious Iporc 
In mincing with his fword her husbands limbes, 

The inftant burflof clamor that flie made, 

Unlefle things mortall move them not at all, 

W ould have made milch the burning eyes of heaven, 

And paflTioninthegods. 

Pol. Lcoke where he has not turned his colour, and has t cares 
in’s eyes : prethee no more. 

well. He have thee fpeake out the reft of this ^nej 
Good my Lord doe you -fee the Players well beftowed, doe you 
heare, let them well ufed , for they are the abftraft andbriefe 

Chronicles of the time; after your death you were better have a 
bad Epitaph, than their ill report while you live. ^ 

My Lord I will ufe them according to their defert. 

Ham. Gods bodkin man much better, ufe every man after hIs 
defert, and who fhall fcape whipping? ufe them after your owne 
honour and dignity , the leflethey deferve the more merit is in 
your bounty : Take them in. 

Pol. Come firs. 

Ham. Follow him ftiends,wee*ll heare a play to morrow ; doeft 
thou heare me old friend, can you play the murder of Gonz^ago ^ 

P/<«/.ImyLord. 

Ham. W ee’ll hav’t to morrow night : you could for need ftudy 
a fpeech of fome dofen lines, or fixteene lines , which I would fet 
downe and infert in* r, could you not ? 

P/i^'.ImyLord. 

Ham. Very well : follow that Lord , and looke yon mocke 
nor. My good fricQds,Ilc leave you till night, you arcwclc<?mc 
to plftnotir. ExcHf^Pcl^^dVlajers., \ 




Prince of Dcnmarkc.’ 



Ref. Good my Lord. 

Ham- 1 fo, God buy to you ; now am I alone, 

0 what a Rogue and pefant flaveam I ! 

Is it not monflrous that this Player here 
But in a fiftion, in a dreame of paffion. 

Could force his foulc lb to his owne conceit, 

That from her working all the vilage wand, 

Teares in his eyes, diftraftion in’s alpe<9, ^ 

A broken voice, and his whole funftion luting 
With formes to his conceit, and all for nothings 
For Hecuba ^ 

What’s Hecuba to him, or he to her. 

That he fhould weep for her ? what would he doe 

Had he the motive, and that for palTion 

That I have ? he would drown the ftage with tcarcs# 

And cleave the generall care with horrid fpcccb. 

Make mad the guilty, and appeale the free. 

Confound the ignorant ,and amaze indeed 
The very faculties of eyes and cares j yet I, 

A dull and muddy metlcd raskall,peakc 
Like J<?i&»-a-dreames, unpregnant of my caufe, 

And can lay nothing, no not for a King, 

Upon whole property and moft dcarc Ufe 
A damn’d defeat was made : am I a coward? 

Who calls me villainc, breakes my pate acrofle, 

Pluckes oft’ my beard, and blowes it in my face, 

Twekes me by’ch nofe, gives me the lye i’th throat 
As deep as to the lungs ? who docs me this ? 

Hah ?s* wounds I fhould take it, for it cimnot be 
But I am pigeon liver’d, and lacke gall 
To make oppreffion bitter, or ere this 

1 fhould have fatted all the region Kites 

W ith this (laves offall : blouay,baudy villainc, 

Remor flefle,trecherous, lecherous, kindlcfle villaint 
W hy what an AfTe am I ? this is moft brave, 

That I the Ibnne of a deare father murthcred. 

Prompted to my revenge by heaven and hell, 

Muft like a whore unpaeke my heart with words, 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

And fall a curfing like a very drabbe, ftallion, fie upon’t, fob. 

Abouc tnybraiheSj hum, piave heard 

That guilty creatures fitting at a Play 
Have by the very cunning of the Scene 
Beene ftrooke fo to the Ibule, that prelently 
They have proclaim’d their malefa6lions s 
For murther though it have no tongue will fpeake 
With moft miraculous organ. lie have thefe Players 
play fomethiivg like the murther of my father 
Before mine uncle : lie obferve his lookes. 

He tent him to the quicke, if a doe blench 
I know my courle. Thefpirit that 1 have feene 
Maybe a divelband thedivell hath power 
T’aflume a pleafing fliape, yea and perhaps 
Out of my weaknefle and my melancholly. 

As he is very potent with foch fpirits > 

Abufes meto damne me': lie have grounds 
More relative than thiSjthePlay’s the thing 
Wherein He catch the confcience of the King. Exit, 

Enter King^ Queene, PelortiuSy Ofheliay Rofencraus, 
denfterne^ Lords, 

King, Andean you by no drift of conference 
Get from him why he puts on this confofion. 

Grating lb harfhly all his daies of quiet 
With turbulent and dangerous lunacje ? 

Rof. He does confeffe he feeles himfelfc diftrafted. 

But from what caufe he willby nomeancs Ipeake. 

G/^j/.Nor doe we find him forward to be founded^ 

But with a crafty madneflekeepesaloofe 
W hen we would bring him on to feme confeffion 
Ofhistrueeftate. 

hereceiveyou well ? 

Rof, Moft like a Gentleman. 

CuyL But with much forcing of his dif^fition. 

Rof Niggard of queftion, but of our demands 
Moft fi*ee in his reply. 

QHee. Did you aifay him to any paff ime? 

Rof. Madam, it fo fell out that ccrtainc Players 

We 
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vft ore-raught on the way, of thefe we told him, 

And there did feeme in him a kind eSjoy" 

To heare ofit ; they are here about the Court. 

And as I thinke they have already order 

This night to play before him. 

/’o/.’fis moll true, . • n- 

And hebcfeccht me to entreat yonrMajcnies 
To heare and fee the matter. 

King. W ith all my heart. 

And it doth much content me. 

To heare him lb inclin’d : 

Good Gentlemen give him a further edge. 

And drive his purpofe into thefe delights. 

Ref. W e (ball my Lord. Exeunt Rof.& yujh 

King. Sweet Gertrard leave us two. 

For we have clolely fent for Hamlet hither. 

That he as ’twere by accident may here 
Affront Ofhelia ; her father and my fclfe, 

Wee’ll lb beftow our felves,that feeing unfeene 
W e may of their encounter frankly judge. 

And gather by him as he is behav’d, 

If’tbe th’affiiclion of hislovc or no 
That thus he fuffers for. » 

Quee.l {ball obey you : 

And for my part Ophelia I doe wilb 
That your good beauties be the happy caufe 
Hamlets wildncfle.fo Iball I hope your vertues 
Willbring him to his wonted way againe, 

Toboth your honours. 

OpJ&e/. Madam, I wilb it may. 

Tel. Ophelia walk you here : gracious fo pleafe you 
We will beftow om fclves } read on this Booke, 

That Ibew of liich an cxercile may colour 
Your lonelincfle ; we are oft to blame in this, 

Tistoo much prov’d, that with devotions vilage. 

And pious a6lion we doc liigar o’re 
The divellhimlelfe. 

’tistoo true; 

Fj How 
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How fm^ta lafh that (peech;^,th give my confeienoe / 

The harlcts chceke beautied with plaftring art. 

Is not more ugly to the thing that helpes it. 

Than is my deed to my moft painted word : 

G heavie burden I Enter Hamlet. 

Pol. I heare him comming, withdraw my Lord. 

Ham. To be, or not to te, that is the queftion, 

W hether ’tis nobler in the mind to fuffer 
The flings and arrowes ofoutragious fortune. 

Or to take armes againft a fea of troubles, 

And by oppofing end them ; To dye to fleepc 
No more ; and by a fleepe to fay we end 
The heart- ake, and the ttoufand naturall fliockes 
That flefli is heire to ; ^tis a confuramation 
Devoutly to be vviflit, to dye to fleepe, 

To fleep perchance to dreamc, I there’s the rub, 

For inthat fleepof death what dreames may come# 

W hen we have fliuffled off this mortall coy Ic 
Muft give us paufe, there's the refpefi 
That makes calamity of fo long life : 

For who would beare the whips and Icorncs of time, 
Th’oppreflbrs wrong, the proud mans contumely. 

The pangs of defpifed lov«, and the Lawes delay, 
TheinfoJenceofoffice,andthe (purnes 
That patient merit of th’unworchy takes. 

When as himfelfe might his Quiet hs make 
With abate bodkin f who would fardels bearci 
To grunt and fvveat under a weary life ? * 

But that the dread of Ibmething after death. 

The undifcover’d Countrey, from whofc borne 
No traveller retornes, puzzels the will 
And makes us rather beare thofe ills we have. 

Than fiye to others that we know not of. 

Thus confcicnce does make cowards. 

And thus the native hiew ofrefolucion 
Is fickhed ore with the pale caft of thought : 

And enterprifes ofgrcat pitch and moment. 

With this r^ard their currents turnc awry, 

And 
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And lofe the name of aiftion. Soft you now. 

The faire Ophelia^ Nimph in thy Orizons ? 

Be all my Tins remembred ? 

Opkel. Good my Lord, 

How does your honour for this many a day ? 

Ham . I humbly thanke you, well. 

Of A^/.My Lord I have remembrances ofyours> 

That I have longed.long to re-deliver, 

I pray you now receive them. 

Ham. No, not I, I never gave you ought. 

OpheL My honour’d Lord, you know right well you did,. 

And with them wordsof fo fweet breath compofed 
As made thefe things more rich : their perfume loft. 

Take thefe againe : for to the noble minde 
Rich giftswaxepoore when givers prove unkind. 

There my Lord. 

Ham. Ha, ha, are you honeft ? 

Ophel. My Lord. 

Are you faire? 

OfAif/. What meanes your Lordftiip? . 

liam. That if you bee honeft and faire , you fhould admit no 
difeourfe to your beauty. 

Ophel. Could beauty my Lord have better commerce 
Than with honeftie. 

I truly, for the power of beautic will fooner transforme 
honeftie from what k is to a baud, than the force of honeftie can 
tran date beauty to his likenefle : this was fometime a Paradoxe, 
but now the time gives it preofe. I did love you once. 

Ophel. Indeed my Lord you made me bcleeve fo. 

Ham. You fhould not have belecv’d mee, for vertue cannot fo 
evacuate our old ftockc but we fhall rcllifh^ofit ; I loved you not* 

Ophel. I was the more deceived. 

uHam. Get thee a Nunry,why wouldft thou be a breeder of fin- 
ners ? I am my felfe indifferent honeft , but yet I could accufe me 
of fuch things, that it were better my mother bad not born me : I 
am very proud, revengeful! , ambitious, with more offences at my 
beck than T have thoughts to put them in, imagination to give the 
ihape, or time to aft them in : what fhould fuch fellowes as I doc 

' crawUtve. 
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crawlingbetvvecne earth and heaven? we are arrant Knaves,be- 
leeve none of us, go thy waics to a Nunry. Where’s your father ? 

OfheL At home my Lord. 

Ham. Let the doores be (hut upon him, 

That he may play the foole no where but in s owne houfe : 
Farewell. 

OpheL O hdpe him you fweet heavens. 

HamM thou doft marry, He give thee this plague for thy dow- 
ry, be thou as chafie as Ice, as pure as (how, thou (halt not elcape 
calumny, get thee to a Nunry, farewell. Or if thou wilt needs mar- 
ry, marrie a foole, for wifemen know well enough what monfter< 
you make of them : to aNunry, goe, and quickly too, farewell. 

OpheL Heavenly powers reftore him. 

Ham . I have heard of your paintings well enough: God hath gi- 
ven you one face, and you make your felves another, gig and am- 
ble, and you lift you nickname Gods creatures , ana make your 
vvantonnelTe ignorance ; go too,lle no more on’t,it hath made me 
mad ; I lay we will have no moe marriages, thoie- that are married 
already all but one (hall live, the reft fhallkeepe as they are : to a 
Nunriegoe. Exit. 

Ophel. O what a noble minde is here orethrowne ! 

The Courtiers, SouIdiers,Scholars,eie, tongue, fword, 
Th’expeftation andRofe of the fairc ftate. 

The glalTe offafhion,and the mould offorme, 

Th’oblerv d of all oblervers, quite, quite downc, 

And I of Ladies moftdejeft and wretched, " 

That fuckt the honey of his Mdlicke vowes ; 

Now fee what noble and moft (bvefaigne reaibn 
Like (vveet bels jangled out of time, and har(h, 

That unmatcht forme and ftature of blowne youth 
Blafted with extafie. O woe is me 
T have(eenwhaclhave(een,fecwhatlfee! Exit. 

Enter King and ToUnins . 

Kw^ovt ! his afte£lions doe not that way tend. 

For vmat he fpake^ though it lackt forme a little. 

Was not like madnes,there*sjbmethinginhis (bnie 
Ore which his melancholy fits on brood. 

And I doc doubt the hatch and the difclofe 
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Will be feme danger j which for to prevent 

1 have in quicke determination 

Thus let downe : he (hall with Ipeed to England. 

For the demand of our neglefted tribute ; 

Haply the Seas and Countries different. 

With variable obje6fs (hall expell 
This fomething fetled matter in his heart. 

Whereon his braines ftillbeating, 

Puts him thus from fafliion ofhimfelfc. 

What thinke you on’t ? 

P«l. It (hall doe well : 

“ But yet I doe beleevc the origen and commencement otic 
Sprung fiom neglcfted love : how now Oph elia f 
You need not tell us what Lord Hamlet faid, 

W e heard it all : my Lord doe as you pleafci 
But if you hold it fit, after the Play 
Let his Queen-mother all alone entreat him 
To (hew his griefe ; let her be round with him. 

And lie be plac’d ( (b plca(e you) in t he care 
Of all their conference : if (he find him nor. 

To England fend him, or confine him where 
Your wifdome beft (hall think. 

King. It (hall be (b, 

Madnelfe in great ones muft not unmatcht goe. ExiUnt • 

Enter Hamlet^and three of the Players. 

Ham. Speake the fpeech I pray you as I pronounc d it to you, 
trippingly on the tongue; but if you mouth it, as many ©four 
Players do, I had as lieve the Towne-crier fpokc my lines: nor do 
not law the aire too much with your hand,thus,but ufe all gently; 
for in the very torrent tempeft, and, as I may fay , whirle- wind of 
your paflion you muft acquire and beget a temperance that may 
give it fmoothnefle : O it offends mee to the Ibulc to hcare a ro- 
buftiousPerwig-pared fellow tcareapa(fion to totters, to very 
rags, to Ipleet the eares of the ground-lings, who for the moft part 
are capable of nothing but inexplicable dumbe (hewes and noife: 
I would have liich a fellow whipt for ore-doing Termagant,it out- 
Herods Herody pray you avoid it. 

Playn I warrant your honour. 

G Ham. 
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Be not too tame neither, but letyour ovvndilcretionbe 
your tutor; fncetheaaiontothe word, the word to theaaion, 
with this fpeciallobfervance , that you ore-ftep not the modeftic 
of Nature ; For any thing fo ore-done is from the purpoie of play- 
ing, whofe end both at firft, arid no\v,vvas and is, to hold as ’twerc 
thcMkrouruptonature,to fliewvertue her feature, fcorneher 
owne image, and the very age and body of the time his forme and 
preflure : now this over-done, or come tardy ofi though it makes 
the unbkilfull laugh , cannot but make the judicious grieve; the 
cenfure of which one mnftin your allowance ore-weigh a whole 
Theater of others. O there be Players that I havefeeneplay, and 
heard others praife,and that highly, not to Ipeak it profanely, that 
neither having the accent of Chriftians, nor the gate of Chriftian, 
Pagan, nor man, have fo ftrutted and bellowed, that I have thought 
Ibme of Natures Journy-men had made men, and not made them 
welljthey imitated humanity lb abominably. 

Play, I hope we have reformed that indifferently with us. 
Ham.O reforme it altogether : and let thole that play your 
Clownes fpcake no more than is let dovvne for them , for there be 
of them that will themfelves laugh, to fee on feme quantitieof 
barren fpedlators to laugh too, though in the meanetimefome 
neceffary queftion of thePlay be then to be confidered : that's vil- 
lanous , and fliewes a moft pitifull ambition in the Foole that u- 
fes it :goe, make you ready. How now my Lord? will the King 
heare this piece of worke ? 

Enter Poloniu5^(jHjldenfl€rne^ani Rofencraud,* 

Pol, And the Queene too, and that prefently. 

JPam, Bid the Players make hafle.WilJ you two help to haffen 
Rof. I my Lord. Exeunt thofe tvpo* ( them* 

Ham, What hoe, Horatio ? 

Hora, Here fweet Lord, at your fervice. 

Ham, Horatio^ thou art ecn as juft a man 
As ere my converlation cop’t withall, 

Hora. O my dearc Lord. 

//^w.Nay,doe not thinke I flatter. 

For what advancement may 1 hope from thee 

That no revenue haft but thy good fpirits 

To feed and cloach thee ? why flaouid the poor be flattered ^ 

N<^ 
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Mo, let the candied tongue lickc abiwd pompe» 

And aookc the pregnant hinges oiMnee 
Where thrift may follow fawning : doeft thou heare ? 
Since my deare Ibule was Miftris of her choice, 

And could of men diftinguifli her cleifion, 

Sh-ath fcal'd thee for her fclfe: for thou haft bin 
As one in fuffering all that fuftbrs nothing ; 

A man that fortunes buffets and rewards 
Haft ta'n with equall thanks : and blcft arc thole 
Whofe blood and judgement are fo well comcdlcd 
That they are not a pipe for forti^es finp:. 

To found what flop fhe pleafe : give me that man 
That is not paflions flave, and 1 will weare him 
In my hearts core, I, in my heart ^ea^. 

As I doc thee. Something too much of this: 

There is a play to night before the King, 

One Scene of it comes nccrc the circumftance 
Which I have told thee of my Fathers death ; 

1 prethee when thou feeftthac on foot 
Evfen with the very consent of thy foulc 
Obfcrve my uncle : ifhis occulted guilt 
Doe not it fclfe unkenncll in one Ipcech, 

It is a damned Ghoft that we have fcenc. 

And my imaginations are as foule 
As Vulcans ftithy : give him heedful! notCj 
For I mine eyes will rivet to his face, ^ 

And after wewill both our judgements join® 

In cenfure of his feeming. 

Well my Lord, ^ ^ 

If a ftealc ought the whiltt this P lay is playing 
And fcape deteftion, I will pay the theft. 

Enter Trumpets and Kettle Drums y Kings 
^f^eenyPoloniusy Ophelia. 

HamlXhty arc comming to the play,I muft be idle* 
^et you a place. 

King, How fares our Coufin Hamlet, 

Ham, Excellent ifaith, 

Of the Cameleons difli, I cat the aire, 
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Promife-cram'd,you cannot feed Capons fo. 

1 have nothing with this anfiver Hamlet y 
Thefc words are not mine. 

Ham, No, nor mine now my Lord. 

Y ou plai*d once in the Univerfity you fay. 

Pol* That did I my Lord, and was accounted a good Aflor. 

Ham. What did you enaft I 

Pol. I did enaft C^far^ I was kill'd i’th Capitoll* 

Brnttu kill’d me. 

Ham. It was a brute part of him to kill fo capitall a calfe there . 
Be the Players ready? 

Rof. I my Lord, they flay upon your patience* 

ger. Come hither my deare Hamlet y fit by me. 

good mother, here’s met all more attraftive. 

Pol. O ho, doe you marke that ? 

Ham. Lady, ftiall I lye in your lap ? 

Ophel. No my Lord. 

Ham. Doe you thinke I meant Countrey matters ? 

Ophel. I thinke nothing my Lord. 

Ham. That’s a fairc thought to lye between maids Icgf- 

Ophel. What is my Lord ? 

Nothing. 

Ophel. You are merry my Lord. 

Ham, Who I ? 

Ophel. I my Lord. 

Ham. O God ! your onely J ig-maker, what lliould a man doe 
but be merry : for looke you how cheerfully my mother lookes^ 
and my father died within’s two houres. 

Ophel. Nay,’cis twice two moneths my Lord. 

Ham. So long ! nay then let the divell wcare black, for lie have 
a fute of fables : O heavens ! dye two months agoe, and not for- 
gott^ yet ! then there’s hope a great maos memory may out-live 
hjs life halfe a yeerfe ; but berLady a muft build Churches then.or 
clfe foall a fuffer not chinking oft, with the Hobby-horfe,whofe E- 
pitaph is, for O, for ,0, the Hobby-horfe is forgot. 

'The T^mpets foHftd. Humhe ^ewfoUotees^ 

Enter a King and a Queeny theQueehe embracing himy and he 
hery he takes her ufy and declines hie head upon her neckey he lyes 

him 
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him dome ntonabrnKe offiemrs ,jhe feeing him^feepe le^vtf 

hZZoncLesinamthir man, takes off h.Crom.kjfesse, 

toZespoifo«inthcfletperseares,andleaveshim:^ 

^Zes!findestheKi/dead,makespaff 

with fame three orfoire comes in again, feem to condole mth her, 
the dead body is carried away, thepoif iner woes the (^eene with 
gift s,jhe ft ernes harjh a while, but in the end accepts love. 

^ ^ Ophel. What meanesthis my Lord ? 

Ham- Marry it is munching Mallico, it mcanes miicbiete. 
Othel. Belike this fliew imports the argument ot the 1 lay. 
Ham. Wefliallknowby tbisfcllowj Enter Prologue. 

The Players cannot keepe, they’ll tell all. 

Op/ie/.Willatellus what this fliew meant? 

Ha. I> or any fliew that you will fliew himjbe not you afham d 
to fhew,hec’ll not fliame to tel I you what it meanes. 

• Ophel. You are naught, you are naught, lie matke the 1 lay. 

' 'Prologue. For us and for our Tragedy, 

. Here Hooping to your clemency. 

We begge your hearing patiently. _ 

Ham. Is this a Prologue, or the pofie of a ring t 
Ophel. ’Tis briefe my Lord. 

Ham. As womans love. 

Enter King and Queene. 

JiTiW. Full thirty times hatnPAa^w Cart gone round 
Neptunes&kvii(h, and Tellus orb’d the ground. 

And thirty dozen Moones with borrowed fheene 
About the world have twelve times thirty been. 

Since love our hearts, and Hymen did our hands 
Unite commutuallinmoftfacred bands. 

^e.So many journies may the Sun and Moonc 
Make us againe count ore ere lovebc done : 

But woe is me, yoH are fofickeoflate, 

Sofarrefrom cbeere,and from your former Rate, 

That I diftruft you ; yet though I diftrnft, 
Difcomfbrti^umyLord it nothing muft. 

For women reare too much, even as they love^ • 

And womans feare and love hold quantity* 

Either none^n neither ought, or in extremity. 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Now what my love is proofe hath made you know. 

And as my love is ciz d my f eare is lb : 

W here love is great > the littleft doubts are feare ; 

Where littlefcars grow great ^reat love grows there. 

King-Vzixh I muft leave t hee love, and fhort ly tog. 

My operant powers their functions leave to doe, 

And thou (halt live in this faire world behind. 

Honour’d , belov’d , and haply one as kind 
For husband Ihaltthou. 

O confound the reft t 5 

Such love muft needs be treafon in my brcaft. ] 

In fecond husband let me be accurft, i 

None wed the fecond but who kill’d the firft : /T^w.Tfaat's ■ 

The inftances that fecond marriage move wormwood. 

Are bafe relpefts of thrift, but none of love : 

A fecond time I kill my husbanddead » ^ r, 

When fecond husband kifles me in bed. | 

Kwg. I do beleevc you thinke what now you (^ak. 

But what we doe determine oft we brcake, 

Purpofe is but the flave to memory. 

Of violent birth,but'poore validity; 

Which now the fhiit unripe ftickes on the tree. 

But fall unfoaken when they mellow he* 

Moft ncceflary ’tis that we forget 
T o pay our felvcs what to our felves is debt ; 

What to our felves in paffion we propofe. 

The paflion ending doth the purpofe loie ; 

The violence of either griefe or jOy , 

Their owne enaflures with themfclves deftroy ; 

Where joy moft rcvells griefe doth moft lament : 

Gnefc joy, joy griefes,on fle^^ 

This world is not for aye, nor ’tis not ftrange. 

That even our loves fliould with our fortunes change: 

For *tis a queftion left us yet to prove. 

Whether love lead fortune, or elfe fortune love. 

1 uc great maa downe, you markc his favourite flics. 

The p^e advanc’d makes friends of enemies : 

And hitherto doth love on fortune tend. 
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For who not needs (liall never lacke a friend. 

And who in want a hollow friend doth try, 

Pireftly feafons him his enemy. 

But orderly to end where I begun, 

Ourwills and fates doe fo contrary run, 

That our devices ftill are overchrowne : 

Our thoughts arc ours, their ends none of our owne. 

So thinke chon wilt no fecond husband wed, ^ - 

But dye thy thoughts when thy firft Lord is dead. 

Ip Nos earth to me give food>nor heaven lignt# 

S^t and repofe locke from me day and nightly 
To defperation turne my truft and hope. 

And Anchors cheere in prilbn be my fcopc, 

Each oppofitethat blankes the face of joy. 

Meet what I would have well, and it deftroy ; 

Both here and hence purfue me lafting ftrife, moukl 

IfonccIbeawidow,everlbeawife. break it now. 

King, *Tis deeply iwornc : fiveet leave me here a while. 

My fpirits grow dull, and faine I would beguile 
The tedious day with fleep. 

Quec Sleep rocke thy braine, ^ 

And never come mifchance betweene us twainc* Exeunt^ 
Ham. Madam, how like you this play ? 

The Lady dot hproceft too much me thinkes. , . 
but fhee’llkeepe her word. , • > 

Have you heard the argument ? is there no offen^mt .^ 

Ham. No, no, they doe but jeft,poifon in jeft, no offence i m 
What doe you call the play > (world. 

Ham.lht Moufe-trap ; marry how ? tropically.This play is the 
image of a murcher done in P^ienna, (J^nx.agox's the Dukes name, 
bis wife Baftifia, you fuall fee anon, ’tis a knavifh piece ofwork, 
but what of that ? your Majcftie and we fllall have free foules, it 
touches us not ; let the galled jade winch, our withers arc un- 
Wrung. This is one Lneianw Nephew to the King. 

Enter Lucianpu . 

Ophel. You are as good as a Chenu my Lord. 

Ham. \ could interpret berweenc you and your love^ 

If I could fee the puppits dallying. ^ j i 
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Ofhel.^ow are keene my Lord, you are kcene. 

Ham. It would coft you a groaning to take off mine edge. 

Still better andworfe. 

Ham. So you miftake your husbands. Begin murthercr, leave 
thy damnable faces and begin, come, the croking raven doth bel- 
low for revenge. 

Z.»^*.Thoughcs blackjhands apt,drugs fit, and time agreeing, 
Confiderate feafon, elfe no creature feeing, 

Thou mixture ranke, of midnight weeds colledled. 

With Hecats bane thrice blafled,thriceinfe6ted. 

Thy naturall magicke, and dire property, 

On wholfome life ufurps immediately. 

Ham.h poifonshim i’th garden for his eftate,his name’s 
£9ythe ftory is extant,and written in very choice Italianryou fliall 
lee anon how the murthercr gets the love oiGonz^a^oa wife. 

Ofhel. The King riles. 

Quee. How fares my Lord ? 

Fol. Give ore the play. 

King. Give me fome light, away. 

F ol. Lights, lights, lights. Exeunt all but Ham & H$rath^ 

Ham. Why let the ftrucken Deere goe weep. 

The Hart ungalled play. 

For fome muftwatchwhileftlbmemuftflcep. 

Thus rans the world away. W ould not this firjand a forreft of fea- 
thers, ifthe reft of my fortunes turn Turk with me,with provincial 
Rofes on my raz’d fliooes,get me a fellowftiip in a city of^plaiers ^ 

i^7r4.Halfeafliarc. 

Ham. A whole one I. 

For thou doeft know O Damon dcare 
This realme difmantled was 
Oijove himfelfe, and now raignes here 
Avery very paiockc. 

Hot a. You might have rim’d.- 

Hc^wjletake the Ghofts word for a thoufind 
pound- Didft perceive? 

Hora. Very well my Lord. 

Upon the talke of the poifow'ng, 

I did very well note him. 

Hauf* 



Prince of Denmarke. 

Ham. Ah ba, come fome muficke, come the Recorttes, 

For if the King likes not the Comedy, 

Why then belike he likes it not perdie. 

Come, fome muficke. 

Enter Rofencraue and ^uyldenfierne* 

Guyl. Good my Lord vouchlafe me a word with you. 

Ham. Sir awholeHiftorie. 

Cuyl.The King fir. 

Ham. I fir, what of him ? 

‘ Ch) 1. Is in his retirement marvellous diftempered- 
Ham. With drinkcfir ? 

Guyl. No my Lord, with choler. 

Your wifedomefbouldflicw it folfe more richer tofig- 
nifie this to the Doftor i for for mee to put him to his purgation, 
would perhaps plunge him into more choler. 

GuyL Good my Lord put your difeourfe into fome frame. 

And dare not fo wildly upon my aft'airc. 

Ham. I am tame fir, pronounce. 

Guyl. The Quecne your mother in moft great affiiftion of Ipi- 
rit,hath fent me to you. 

Ham. You are welcome- 

9^7-Nay good my Lord, this courtefie is not of the right breed, 
if it fhall pleafe you to make mee a wholfome anfwer , I will doc 
your mothers commandement, if not, your pardon andmyre^ 
turne (hall be the end of the bufinelfe. 

Sir I cannot. 

What my Lord ? 

H^.Make you a wholfome anfwcr,my wit’s difeasy,but fir, luch 
anfwer as I can make you fhall command, or rather as you fay, my 
mother ; therefore no more,but to the matter, my motner you lay. 

Ro[. Then thus Ihe faies, your behaviour hath fi rooke her into 
amazement and admiration. 

Ham. O wonderfull fonne that can lb aftonifh a mother ! but is 
there no fequellat the heels of this mothers admiration ? impart. 
Fof.She defircs to fpeak with you in her clofet ere you go to oed. 
Ham. W e fhall obey, were flie ten times our mother ; have you 
any further trade with us ? 

My Lord you once did love me. 

H Ham. 
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Ham. And doe ftill by thefe pickers and ftealcrs* 

Jtof Good my Lord what is your caufeof diftemper? you doe ^ 
fcrely barre the doore upon your owne liberty , if you deny your 
griefes to your friend. 

Ham, Sir I lacke advancement. 

How can that bcjwhen you have the voice of the King him-^ 
fclfe for your fucceffion in Denmarkji ? 

Enter the V layers voith Recorders. 

Ham.l fir, but while the grafle growes ;4ie proverbe isfome- 
thing mufty : oh the Recorders, let rne l^one , to withdraw with 
you ; why doe you goe about to recover the wind of me , as if you 
would drive me into a toiJe ? 

Gh,0 myLord,if my duty be too bold,my love is too unmanerly 

Ha. I do not well underftand that : will you play upon this pipe? 

Cuyl. My Lord I cannot. 

Ham. I pray you. 

Beleeve me I cannot. 

Ham. 1 befeech you. 

Cnyl. I know no touch ofit my Lord. 

HamAt is as eafieas lying; govern thefe ventages with your fin- 
gers and the thumbe, give it breath with your mouth , and it will 
difcourfe moft eloquent mufick : look you, thefe are the flops. 

But thefe cannot I command to any utterance of harmo- 
ny, I have not the skill. 

Why look you now how Unworthy a thing you make cf 
me, you would play upon me, you would feeme to know my flops, 
you would plucke out the heart of my myfterie, you would found 
mee from my lowefl note to my compafle, and there is much mu- 
ficke, excellent voice in this little organ , yet cannot you make it 
lpeake,s*bloud do you think I am eafier to plaid on than a pipe? 
^^11 nae what inftrumcnt you will , though you can fret me, yoa 
cannot play upon me. God Wefle you fir. 
l Enter Polonms. 

Tel. My Lord the Queen would fpeak with you, and prefently- 
Ha.Do you fee yonder cloud that’s almoft in fliapc of a camel? 
Tel. By’th malTc and 'tis like a Camellindeed. 

Ham. Methinkes it is like a Wczcll. 

?a/. It is blackc like a Wczell- 

Haffft 




m 



50 



60 



80 



90 



100 

,i 



110 

1,1 



120 



130 

1,1 



"I 

140 



15C 



^*r;«c^o/Dcnmarkfc 

Ham- Or like a Whale. 

Eel.Vcry like a Whale. w jlju 

K^w.Thenl will come to my mother by ahd by. 

They foole me to the top of my bent. Iwill comebyanabyj 
Leave me friends. 

I will, fey fo. Byandby iseafilyfaid. 

'’Tis now the very witching time ofnight, 

W hen Church-yards yawne, and hell it felfe breathes 
Contagion to the world : now could I drinke hot bloody 
And doe foch bitter bufinefle as the day 
W ould quake to looke on : foft, now to my mothcff 

0 heart lofe not thy nature ! let not ever 
The foule of Here enter this firme bofome ! 
Letmebecruell,not unnaturall. 

1 will fpeake daggers to her, but ufe none. 

My tongue and foulc in this be hypocrites ; 

How in my words foever flie be flient. 

To give them feales never my foule confent. 

Enter KingiRofencraus^andGuyldenfiernc . 

King, I like him not, nor flands it 6fe with us 
To let his madnefle range ; therefore prepare you> 

1 your Commiflion will forthwith diipatch. 

And he to England (hall along with you. 

The tearmes of our eftate may not endure 
Hazzard fo neare us as doth hourely grow 
Out of his browes. 

Guyl. W e will our (elves provide ; 

Moft holy and religious feare it is 
T o keepe t ho(e many many bodies Cafe 
That live and feed upon your Majefly. 

Kof. The Angle and peculiar life is bound 
With all the ftrength and armour oft he mind 
To keepe it felfe from noyance, but much more 
That (pirit, upon whofe weale depends and refls 
The lives of many :the cede of Majefly 
Dyes not alone, out like a gulfe doth draw 
What’sneareit with it : orit is a maflie wheele. 

Fixe on the (bmnet of the higheft mount. 
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To whofe huge fpokes ten thoufand lefler things 
Are morteift and adjoin’d, which when it falls. 

Each fmall annexment , pettie confequence 
Attends the boiftrous raine, never alone 
Did the King fighjbiit a general! gronc. 

Kwg-Axme you I pray you to this fpeedy voiage, 
For we will fetters put about this feare 
W hich now goes too free footed. 

Rof, W e will make hafte. Exeunt Gent. 

Enter folonipu. 

Fol. My Lord hee’s going to his mothers clofet. 
Behind the Arras He convay my felfe 
To heare the proceflejle warnt fhee’l tax him home; 
And as you faid, and wifely was it laid, 

Tis meet that feme more audience than a mother. 
Since nature makes them partiall, fliould ore-heare 
The Ipeech of vantage ; fare you well my Liege, 

He call upon you ere you goe to bed» 

And tell you what I heare. ^ Exit» 

J^/»^.Thankes dearemyLord. 

O my offence is ranke, it finds to heaven. 

It hath the primall eldeft curfe upon*t ; 

A brothers murder ; pray can I not. 

Though inclination be as fharpe as will. 

My ftronger guilt defeats my ftrongintent ; 

And like a man to double bufinefle bound, 
Iftandinpaufewhere I fhall firff begin. 

And both negle6l : what if this curfea hand 
Were thicker than it felfe with brothers blood ? 

Is there not raine enough in the fweet heavens 
To wafli it white as Ihow ? whereto ferves mercy. 

But to confront the viiage of offence ? 

And what’s in prayer, but this twofold force. 

To be foreftalled ere we come to fall, 

Or pardon being downe ? then He lookeup : 

My fault is paft ; but oh 1 what forme of prayer 
Can ferve my turnc Pforgivemc my foulc murther ? 
That cannot be,fince I am (fill poflefl; 



Prince o/Dcnmarke. 

Gf thofe affefls for which I did the murther. 

My Crowne,mine owne ambition, and my Queene 
May one be pardoned and retaine th offence ? 

In the corrupted currents of this world 
Offences guided band may fliew by juflicc. 

And oft ’tis feene the wicked prize it felfe 
Buyes out the Law ; but ’tis not fb above, 

There is no fhuffling, there the adion lyes 
In his true nature, and we our felvcs compeld 
Even to the teeth and forehead of our faults 
To give in evidence ; what then ? what rells? 

Try what repentance can ; what can it not ? 

Y et what can it when one cannot repent ? 

O wretched Bate ! O bolbme blacke as death I 

0 limed foule ! that ftruggling tobe free. 

Art more ingaged ! helpe Angels, make aflay. 

Bow ftubborn knees, and hearts with firings offtcele 
Be loft as finnewes of the new-borne babe. 

All may be well. Enter Hamlet i 

Hami^o^N might I do itJ)Ut now a is praying. 
And now Iledo’t, audio a goes to heaven. 

And lb am I reveng’d ? that would be fcann’d ; 

A villaine kills my father, and for that 

1 his foie fbnnc doe this fame villaine fond 
To heaven : 

Why this isbafe and filly, — — not revenge : 

A tooke my father groflely, full of bread. 

With all his crimes broad blowne, as flufh as May, 
And how his audit fiands who knowes fave heaven h 
But in our circumftance and courfe of thought 
"*Tis heavie with him ; and am I then reveng’d 
To take him in the purging of his fbnle, 

W hen he is fit and feaibned for his paffage ? 

No, 

Up fword, and know thou a more horrid hent, 

W hen he is drunke, afleep, or in his rage. 

Or in th’inceftuous pleafureofbis bed. 

At game, a iwearing, or about fome a£t 
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That has no rellidi of falvation in't> 

Then trip him that his heele may kickc at heavenj 
And that his ibule may be as damn’d and blacke 
As hell whereto it goes :my mother ftayes, 

This Phyfickebut prolongs thy fickly dayes* ^ Exit^' 

King. My words flyc up, my thoughts remainebelow> 

Words without thoughts never to heaven goe. Exit, 

Enter Gertrard and P oloni vu . 

ToL A will come ftrait, looke you lay home to him, ^ 

Tell him his prankes have bin too broad to bcare with, 

And that yeur grace hath fereerfd and ftood betweene 
Much heat and him. He filence me even here. 

Pray you be round. Enter Hamlets 

Ger. He warrant you, fearc me not. 

Withdraw, I heare him comming. 

Ham, Now mother what*s the matter? 

Ger. Hamlet thou haft thy father much offended.- 
Ham. Mother you have my father much offended. 

Ger. Come, come, you anfwcr with an idle tongue. 

Ham^ Goe, goe, you queftion with a wicked tongue- 
Ger. Why how now Hamlet ? 

Ham. What’s the matter now ^ 
ger. Have you forgot me ? 

Ham. No by the Rood not fo. 

You are the Queene, your husbands brothers wife, 

And would it were not lb, you are my mother. 
ger. Nay then He fet thole to you that can Ipeake. 

Ham. Come, come, and fit you downc, you (hall not budge, 
You goe not till I fet you up a glafle 
Where you may fee the mort part of you. 

What wilt diou doe f thouwilt not murder me? 
Helpeho. 

Pol. What hoe beipe. 

Ham. How now, a Rat, dead for a Ducket, dead- 

Pel. O I am flaine. 

ger. Ome, what haft thou done? 

Ham. Nay I know not, is it the King ? 

Ger. O what a rafh and bloody deed is this ! 

Hamt 



Prince o/Dcnmarke.’ 

Ham. A bloudy deed, almoft as bad good mothei 
As kill a King, and marry with his brother. 

AskiliaKing? ^ 

Ham. I Lady, it was my word. 

Thou wretched, rafti, intruding foole farewell, 

I cooke thee for thy better, take thy fortune. 

Thou findeft to be too bufic is fome danger. 

Leave wringing of your bands, peace, fit you downe. 

And let me wring your hearr, for fo I fhall 
If it be made of penetrable ftuflfe,. 

If damned cufton*ie have not braz’d it lb. 

That it be proofc and bulwarke againft fenfe. 

ger. What have 1 done, that ^ou dareft wagg€ thy tongue 
In noife ib rude againft me ? 

Ham. Such an a6f 

That blurres the grace and blufli of modefty. 

Calls venue hypocrite^takes off the Rofe 
From the faire forehead of an innocent love. 

And fets a blifter there, makes marriage vowes 
As falfe as Dicers oathes : Oh fuch a deed 
As from the body of contra6fion pluckes 
The very fbule , and fweet Religion makes 
A raplbdie of words, heavens face does glow 
Yea this folidity and compound mafle 
W ith heated vifage, as againft the doome, 

Is thought-ficke at the aft. 

Qnee. Ay me, what aft ? ' 

H^.That roaresfb loud,and thunders in the Index s 
Looke here upon this pifturc , and on this, 

The counterfeit prefentment of two brothers ; 

Sec what a grace was fcated on his brow, 

Hiferions curies, the front c^Jove himfelfe. 

An eye like Mars., to threaten and command, 

A ftatioji like the Herald Mercury 
New lighted on a heaven-kifling hill, 

A combination and formeindecd 
W here every god did feeme to fet his fealCi 
. , To give the world affurance of a man. 

» • 
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Thw was your husband : look you now what follows. 

Here is your husband, like a mildew’d eare, 

Blafting his wholfome brother: have you eyes? 

Could you on this taire mountain leave to feed, 

And batten on this moore ? ha ! have you eyes ? 

You cannot call it love, for at your age 
Tile heyday in theblood is tame, it’s humble. 

And waits upon the judgement; and what judgment 
Would ftep from this to this ? lenfe fure you have, 

Eile could you not have motion ,but fure that fenfc 
Is apoplext, for madnefle would not erre. 

Nor lenfe to extafie was ne’er fo thrall’d. 

But it referv’d Ibmc quantity of choice 
To ferve in (iich a difference : What divell was’c 
That thus hath couzen’d you at hodman-blind ? 

Eies without feeling, feeling without fight, 

Eares without bands, or eyes, lindling fens all. 

Or but a fickly part of one true fenfe 

Could not fo mope. Oh fliamc ! where is thy bluffi? 

Rebellious hell, 

Ifthoucanftmutinein a Matrons bones 
To flaming youth, let vertue beaswaxe 
And melt in her owne fire, proclaimc no lEame 
W hen the compulfive ardure gives the charge, 

Since froft it felfe as adlively dothburne. 

And reafon pardons will. 

^er, O Hamlet fpeake no more, 

Thouturn*ftmy very eyes intomyfoule. 

And there I fee fuch blackc and grieved Ipots 
As will leave there their tind:. 

Ham. Nay but to live 
In the ranke iweat of an inceftuous bed# 

Stew’d in corruption, honying and making love 
Over the nafty ftye, 

Oer. O fpeake to me no more, 

Thefe words like daggers enter in mine cares, 

No more fweet Hamlets 
Ham. A murtherer and a villainc, 

A (lave 



<Prince of Dcnm arke,’ 

A Have that is not twentieth part the kyth 
Of your precedent Lord, a viccofKings, 

A Cut -purfe of the Empire and the rule. 

That from a fhelfe the precious diadem ftolc. 

And put it in his pocket. Enter Chosr0 

Ham. A King of (hreds and patches. 

Save me and hover ore me with your wings ^ 

You heavenly guards : what would your gracious figure ? 
€er. Alaffe bee’s mad. 

Ham. Doe you not come your tardie fonne to chid^ 
That lap’ft in time, and paffion lets goe by 
Tfa’important afting of your dread commandPO fey ^ 
Ghofi. Doe not forget : this vifitation 
Is but to whet thy almofl: blunted purpofe. 

But looke, amazement oiithy mother fits ; 

O ftepbetweene her and her fighing foule ! 

Conceit in weakeft bodies flrongeft workcs. 

Speake to her 

Ham.Wo^^ is it with you Lady ? 

Ger- Alaffe how is’t with yon. 

That you doe bend your eye on vacancie. 

And with th’incorporall aire do hold difeourfe? 

Forth at your eyes your fpirits wildly peepe. 

And as the fleeping Sonldiers in th’alarme. 

Your beaded haire like life in excrements 
Starts up and ftands an end : O gentle fonne ! 

Upon the heat and flame of thy diftemper 
Sprinkle coole patience : whereon doc you looke ^ 
Ham.On him, on him,Iook you how pale he glercs# 

His forme and caufe conjoin’d, preaching to ftones 
Would make them capable ; doc not look upon me. 
Left with this piteous aftion you convert ^ 

My fterne effefts ; then what I have to doe 
W ill want true colour, tearcs perchance for blood 
Ger. To whom doe you fpeake this ? 

Ham. Doe you fee nothing there ? 
ger. Nothing at all, yet all that is there I fee. 

Ham. Nor did you nothing heare ? 
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No nothing but our fclves. 

Ham. Why lookc you there, looke how it fieales away, 

My father in his habit as he liv’d, 

Looke where he goes, even now out atthepc^tall. Exit ^hoJK 
This-is. the very coynage of your. braine, (i j 

This bodilefle creation extafie is very cunning in. ^ ^ 

Ham. My pulfe as yours doth temperately keep time^ 

And makes as healthful! mufick : it is notmadnelTe 
That I have uttred, bring me to the teft. 

And I th^ matter will xe-wordi which madnefle 
Would gambole from. Mother, for love of grace 
Lay not this’fiattexihg unftion to your (oule, 

That not your'trefpafle but my madnefle (peakesf 
It will but skin and fiJme the ulcerouspkoe, '^r? /vo.; : 

Whiles ranke corruption mining : - r : r" 

Infedsunlcenerconfefleyourfclf^tbiifekven, * ‘orrj :f - 
Repent what’s part, avoid what is to. tome, ■ ' ^ 

And doe not (pread the compoft on the weeds ' 

To make them ranker : forgive^, me.tbismy vertue. 

For in the fatnefle of thefe purfic times 
V ert ue it felfe of vice mud pardon begge, 

Y ea comb and wooe for leave to doe him good. 

Ger. O Hamlet^ thou hati cleft my heart in twainc* 

Ham. O throw away the worler part of it. 

And leave the purer wittthe other balfe. 

Goodnight, but go^ not tomy uncles bed, 

Afliime a vertue if you have it not. 

That monflerc\iftOme, who alHenle doth eat, :• 

Ofhabitsdiyell, is Angel yet in this, ’ > . - ^ 

Thatto theufepfaftionsfaireandgood "xrn : T 

Helikewife giyesafrockeorLivery; . ' 

That aptly is pm on: refrain to nighty • ^ ' 

AndthatHialllendakindeofeafinefle -- *• 

To the next abftineuce, the next more eafiei; ^ 

For ufealmoft can change the ftampe ofnacure> ~ 

And mafter the Divell, or throw him out 
W ith wondrous potency : Once more goodlnighr^ 

And when you are defirous tobe blcft 

: lie 



Prince of Dcnmarkei! 

IleblcflJngbeg of you ; for this fame Lord 
I doc repent, but heaven hath pleas'd it fo. 

To puniCh me with this, and this wii^ me. 

That I muft be their feourge and minifler: 

Jwillbcftow him, and will anfwer well 
The death I gave him 5 fo againe good night- 
I muft be cruell onely to be kinde, 

Thus bad begins, and worfe remaines behind* 

One word more good Lady. 

{/rr. Whatfhallldoe? ^ 

i/<iw.Noc this by no meanes that Ibid you doe. 

Let the blowt King tempt you to bed againe. 

Pinch wanton on your checke,call you his Moufe, 

And let him for a paire of recchy kifles, 

Or pad ling in y** ur ncckc with his damn’d fingers. 

Make you to ra veil all clys matter out. 

That I eflentialiy am not in madnefle. 

But mad in craft ;*twere good you let him know. 

For who that’s but Queen, faire , fober, wife. 

Would from a paddocke, from a Bat, a Gib, 

Such dcare concernings hide ? who would doc lb } 

No, in defpight of fenle and frerecie 
Unpeg the basket on the hou'es top. 

Let the birds flye,and like the famous Ape, 

To try conclufions in the basket creepc. 

And breake your owne necke downe. 

Be thou afludd if words be made ofbreath^ 

And breath of life, 1 have no, lifCfto breathe ■ 

What thou baft laid to me. 

Ham. I muft to England, you know that. " 
Akckelhadforgot, * % . in 

Tis lb concluded on. ^ n . ^ ' 

Lf^.Thcre’s letters fearc^& my twofrhool-fellowsi 
Whom I will truft as I will adders farig’d, 

They beare the mandate, they muft fwcep my way, 

And marfhall me to knavery ; let it worke. 

For *tis the fport, CO have the Enginer 
Hoift with his owl;c petar^an’t fhailgoc hard 

I» But 
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But 1 will delve one yard below their Mines, 

And blow them at the Moone : Q *trs moft Iweec 
W hen in one line two crafts direftly mcct% 

This man fhall fet me packing, 

He lugge the guts into the neighbour roome. 

Mother good night indeed , this Counfeller 
Is now moft ftillj moft fecret, and moft grave, > 

Who wasin*s life a moft foolifti prating knave. - 

Come fir, to draw toward an end with you . 

Good night mother. 

Enter King and Qjieen, Vfith Rofencraue 
andGstyidenfierne. 

There’s naatcer in thefe %hes,thefe profound heavesj 
You muft tranflate/tis fit we underftand them : 

Whereis yourfonne? " 

(j^rr.Beftovv this place on us a little while. \ 

Ah mine owne Lord, what havel feene to-night ? " ’ 

King. VV hat Gertratd^ how does Ha'mtet f • 

Cfr.Mad as the fea anef wind when both contend 
Which is the mightier in his lawlefie fit 
Behind the Aitas hearing femething ftir, 

Whipsenthis Rapier, cryesaRatU Rat,- 
And in this brainifoapprehenfion kills '^ * 

The unfeene good old rrian. 

King. O beavic deed! 

It had been fb with us had we been there> 

His liberty is.foljpf threats to all, ' - 

To you your ielfe, to us, to every one. ♦ 

Alas, how ftiall this bloody deed be anlwered ? 

It will be laid to us, whofe providence 
Should have kept ftiort,reftrain*d, and out of haunt 
This mad young man : but lb much was our love 

We would notunderftand what wasmbft fit. 

But like the owner ofa fonlc difeafe, 

Tokeepit fromcfivulgingvletitfced , 

Even on the pith ofJife: where is be ^nc? , 

Cerr. To draw apart the body he hath ^ 

Ore whom his very madnefle, like (bmc Ore ' ' 

Among 
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fmee of Dcnmarke^ 

Among a minerall of metall bale, 

Shewes it felfe pure, a weeps for what is done. 

Kitiff.Cfrtrardcoraci'Nzy, 

The Sunne no fooner (hall the mountaines touch 
But we will Ihip him hence, and this vile deed 

WemuftwithallourMajeftieandskill Enur Rcl& Cnyli. 
Both countenance and excufe. Ho Gujldei^erne, 

Friends both, goe joine with you fomerarthcr aide, 

Hamlet in madnelfe bath P olomtu flaine. 

And from his mothers clofet hath he drag’d him ; 

6oe feeke him out, fpeake faire, and bring the body 

Into the Chappell; I pray you haft in this: 

Come Gertrard, wee'll callup our wifeft friends. 

And let them know both what we meane to doc. 

And what’s untimely done, 

Whofe whifper ore the worlds Diameter, 

As levell as the Cannon to his blanke 

Tranfports his poyfoned ftiot, may mifle our name. 

And hit the woundlefleaire :0 come away. 

My foulcisfullofdifcordand difmay. Exemti 

Ettter H^let,Rofencram,md<fthert. 

fT<*.Safely flow’d : but lbfcly,what noife ? who calls on Hamlet- 
O here they come. 

Rof. W hat have you done my Lord with the dead body r 
Ham. Compounded it with duft , whereto it is kin. 

JSo/. Tell us where ’tis, that we may takeitthcnce. 

And beare it to the Chappell; 

H;«»».Doenot beleeveit. 

^fl/iBeleevewhat? . 

Ham. That I can keepe your connfcll and not mine owne ; nc- 

fides ,tobeedcmandedofafpungc,whatreplication fhouldbee 
madebythefonneofaKing? ' 

Xo/.Takcyoumeforafpunge inyLord? . 

AT/*. Hit, that fokes up the Kings countenance, his rewards, his- 
authorities :but fuch Officers doe the Kingbeft fovice in the end, 
he keeps them like an apple in the comer of his jaw, firft mouth d 
to be laft fwallowed ; when he needs what yon have gleaned, it is 

, bntlqucefiDgyou,andfpungey©a ftiallbcdryagainc. _ 

/ j Av/, 









The Trdgedy of Hamlet 

Rof I underftand you not my Lord. 

Ham,l am glad of it ; a knavilh fpecch fleeps in a foolifli eare.“^ 

Rof. My Lord you muft tell us where the body is, and goe with 
us to the King. 

Ham. The body is with the King, but the King'is not] with the 
body : the King is a thing. 

A thing my Lord? ^4 

Ham. Of nothing, bring me to him. Exennt. 

E^ter King and two or three. 

King. I have lent to leek him, and to find the body; 

How dangerous is it that this man goes loofe ? 

Yet muft we not put the ftrong law on him, 

Hee*s lov'd of the diftrafted multitude. 

Who like not in their judgement, but their eyes. 

And where *tis lb, th'offcnders Icourge is waigh'd. 

But never the offence : to beare all fmooth and even. 

This fudden lending him away muft feemc 
Deliberate paufe ; dileafesdefperate grownc 
By defperate appliance are reliev'd. 

Or not at all. 

Enter Rofencraui, and all the refi, 

AT/»^..How now ? what bath befallen ? 

Roj, W here the dead body is bellow’d my Lord 
yf e cannot get from him. 

King. But where is he ? 

Rof.W ithout my Lord, guarded to know your plealure." 

Bring him before us. . 

-R<>/.Ho,bringintheLord. Thej enter, 

King.No^ Hamlet , where's Toloniw f 

Ham.htfxvp^tr. 

King. At fupper ? where ? 

Hd. Not vyhere he eats, but where he is eaten, a certain convo-^^ 
wtion of politick worms are een at bim : your wornie is your only 
Emperour for diet. W e fat all creatures elfe tofat us, and wee fat 
our felvcs for maggots ; your fat King and your lean beggar is but 
vanable fervice,two difiies but to one table, that’s the end. 

Alas, alas ! 

Aman may fifli with theworme that hath eat of a King,' 

eat 




<P rmu of Denmarke. 

eatofthefilh that hath fed ofthat worme. 

Viixr What doeft thou meane by this? ^ 

H^wi^othing but to fliew you how a King may goe p o- 
crefle through the guts ofa beggar. 

nwthere feekehimi’thotherplaceyourfelfe:butindeedit you 

find him not within this moneth,you fliall nofe him as you go up 
the rtaires into the Lobby. 

King. Goe feeke him there. 

Ham. A will flay tillyou come. 

King. this deed for thine efpeciallfafety. 

Which we doe tender, as we dearly grieve 

For that which thou haft done, muft lend thee hence . 

Therefore prepare thy fclfe, , , , 

The Barke is ready, and the wmde at helpe, 

Th’aflbciates tend, and every thing is bent 
Vot England. 

Ham. For England ? 

King. I Hamlet. 

Ham.GooA. 

X/W.Soisitifthouknew’ft ourpurpofes. i; 

;n.,llfeeaCherubthatfeesthem:Ucome,for£»iiW. 

Farewell deare mother. 

Xw.Thylovingfither iTWet. 

Ham. My mother, father and mother is man and wue, 

Man and wife is one flefh, and fo my mother. 

Qovtx,iox England. Extt. ^ 

Follow him at foot, 

Tempt him with fpeed aboard, , . _ 

Delay it not. He have him hence to night : 

Away, for every thing is leaf dand.done 

That elfe learies on the affaire ; pray yon make haftc : 

And England, if my love thou boldft atought. 

As my great povver thereof may give thee fenfe. 

Since yet thy cicatrice lookes taw und red 
After the Danilh fword, and thy free awe 
, Paies homage to us, thou maift not coldly let 
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Oor Soveraigne procefle, which imports at full 

By letters congruing to that effeft 

The prefent death ot Hamlet y doe it England* 

For like the Hecticke in my blood he rages* 

And thou muft cure me : till I know *tis done. 

How ere my haps, my joyes wi 11 nere begin. 

Enter Forttnbraff'e wtth his Army over the Stafe, 

Craves the conveyance of a promis’d march 
Over his kingdome ; you know the rendezvous, 
would ought With US 
W e ftail exprefle our duty in his eye. 

And let him know lb. ^ 

^r<?/'.Iwill doe’tmyLord.' ,t 

JFerr,«, Goe Ibftiy on. ' 

Good fir whofe powers are thefe ? 

They are oiNonvaj fir. 

How propos’d fir I pray you ? 

C^/>-Agatnftfome partof/>.W. 

Who commands them fir > 

S; r ^ortinbr^r*. 

We ooZn ” 'peake,and with no addition, 

W e goe togaine a little patch ofground 
That hath in it no profit but thenamc, 

1 o pa^ five duckets, five I would not farme it 

Normlhtyecldto^Vi... 

A r^ker rate, (bould it be fold infee. 

f^p. my ns already garrilbnd. 

Whythemandyes. ihumbly thankeyouTi 

Cap- 




Trince of Denmark^ 

C 4 />. God buy your fir. 

iJv/. Wil’c plcale you goe my Lord ? 

He be with you rtraight, goe a little before. 
Howalloccafionsdoe informe againft me. 

And fpur my dull revenge ? W hat is a man. 

If his chiefc good and market of his time 
Be but to fleepe and feed ? a beaft, no more. 

Sure he that made us with fuch large difcourfe. 

Looking before and after, gave us not 
That capability and God-like realbn 
To fuftin us unus’d mow whether it be 
Beftiall oblivion, or Ibmc craven fcruple 
Of thinking too preciicly on th’ event, 

A thought which quarrerd hath but one part wilclom* 

And ever three parts coward : I doc not know 
Why yet I live to lay this thing’s to doe, 

Sith 1 have caufe,and will, and ftrength, and meanCj5 
To doe’t : examples grofle as earth exhort me , 

Witneffe this army of luch mafle and charge. 

Led by a delicate and tender Prince, 

Whole fpirit with divine ambition pufi: 

Makes mouthes at theinvifible event, 

Expofing what is mortall and unfore 
To all that fortune, death, and danger dare. 

Even for an egge-fhell. Rightly to be great 
Is not to ftir without great argument. 

But greatly to finde quarrellin a ftraw, 

W hen honour’s at the ffake. How ftand 1 then. 

That have a father kill’d, a mother ftain’d. 

Excitements of my realbn and my blood. 

And let all fleep, while to my fhame Ifcc 
The imminent death of twenty thoufand menj 
That for a fantafie and tricke of fame 
Goe totheir graves like beds ,fightfor aplot 
Whereon the numbers cannot trythecaufc, 

W hich is not tombe enough and continent 
To hide the flaine ? O from this time forth. 

My thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth. Exit» 

K ^ Enier 
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He Tragedy of Hamlet 

EnterJItrAth, Gertrard^ a»da CentUmani 
Quee, \ will not Ipeake with her. 

G*nt. She is imponnnate. 

Indeed diftrait, her mood will needs be pitticcJ. 

Qttee. W hat would Ihe ha ve ? 

She fpeakes much of her father , (ayes fhe heares 
There s trickesi ch world, and faemsi and beats her hearty 
Spurnes enviouily at flrawes, fpeakes things in doubc 
That carry but halfe fenfe,her fpeech is nothing. 

Yet the unfliaped ufe ofic doth move 
The hearers to colledion, they yawne at ft, 

words up fit to their owne thoughts. 

Which as winkes,and nods, and geftures yeeld them, 

Jideed would make one thinke there might be thought. 

Though nothing fure, yet much unhappi Jy. ^ 

JIora/Twevegood flie were fpoken with,fbr £he may flrew 

Dangerous conjedures in iJl-breeding minds. 

Let her come in. Ophelia ' 

« To my ficke fbule, as fins true nature is, ^ 

« hach coy feemes prolc^ue tofome great amiffe; 

So full of arrleflejealoufie is guilt, 

« It fpills it felfe in fearing to be fpilc. 

Where is the beauteous majefty o^Denmarh ? 
Q»ee.Hoyrn noviOpheliAf ' She/tHn. 

V. love know from another one? 

By hxs cockle hat and ft»fte,andby hisfendallflioone. 

Alas fweet Lady , what imports this fons ? 

Vfhel. Say you, nay pray you matke. 

He IS dead and goqc Lady, he is dead and gone, Sonf, 

Mha head a graCTe-greene turfe, at hishceles a ftone. ^ 

^ee- Nay but Ophelia. 

oph. Pray you mark. White his (hrowd asthe mountain fnow. 

Quee, Alas, looke here my Lordi 

Larded all with fweet flowers> Somit 

Which be . veept to the ground id not goes 

W Ufa true love Ihowers* 

Kinji 
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Prince o/Dcnmarkc. 

Saught^ ; Lord , we know what wee are, but know not what w 
maybei'^odbeacyour table. 

whatitmeanes,fay you this. 

To morrow is S. Valentmes day, oeng. 

Allin the morningbetime. 

And I a maid at your window 

tSp hSe!anddond his clothes,and dupt the chamber door, 
Let in the maid, that out a maidc, never departed more. 
Kw^.Vtctty Ophelia, , 

OpheL Inde^, witfiout an oath, lie make an end on c. 

By gis and by Saint Charity, 
alacke and fie for fliamc, 

Young men will doc*t if they come to*t, 

by cocke they are to blame. , 

Quoth fhe, before you tumbled me you ptomis a itie to wea» 

(He anlWers.^ So Ihould I a done, by yonder juii 

And thou hadft not come to my bed. 

Kiv^, How long hath fhe been thus ? , , • 

Oph, 1 hope all willbewll, we muft be pati'^int : but I cannot 
chnfe but weep to thiiik they would lay him uh cold ground ; my 
brother fha 1 1 know of it, & fo I thank you for your good counlc . 
Come my coach, good night Ladies, good night. 

Sweet Ladies good night, good night. 

King, Follow her clofe, give her gwd watch I pray you. 

O this is the poyfbn of deep griefe , it Iprings all from her ratners 
death : and now behold O Gertrard} Gertrard, 

When Ibrrowes come they come not fiUgle Ipies, 

But in battalians : llrfi,her father flaine. 

Next, your fonnegone,and he moft violent author 
Of his owne juft remove ; the people muddied, 

Thicke and nnwholfome in thoughts and whiipers 
. For goodPoloni/ii dcathj& we have done but greenly 
' ^In hugger mugger to interre him ; poore Ophelia 

K 2 
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Tl^e Tragedy 0/ Hamlet 

Divided from her felfe and her fail e judgement, 

W ithout which we are but piftures, or meerebeaftSa 
Laftj and as much containing as all thefe. 

Her brother is in fecret come from Pranccy 
Feeds on this wonder, keeps himfelfe in clouds. 

And wants not buzzers to infeft-his eare 
With peftilent fpeeches of his fathers death. 

Wherein neceffity of matter beggerd 
Will nothing fticke our perfon to arraigne 
In eare and eare : O my deare gertrardy this 
Like to a Murdring-Peece in many places 
Gives me fuperfluous death. A noife mthin. 

Enter Alejfe^ger. 

iT/»^.Attend,wherearemy Swiflers ? let them guard thedoor^. 
What is the matter ? , 

CHeJfen, Save your ielfe my Lord. 

The Ocean over-peering of his lift 
Fates not the flats with more impetuous hafte 
Than young Laertesin ariotous head 
Ore-bcares your Officers ; the rabble call him Lord, 

And as the world were now but to begin, 

Antiquity forgot, cuftome not knowne. 

The ratifiers and props of every word. 

They cry chule we Laertes to be King, 

Caps, hands, and tongues applaud it to the clouds, 

Laertes fliall be King, Laertes King. 

^^^.How cheerful ly on the falfe trai le they cry, A noife rvithin^ 
O this is counter you falfe Danifli dogges. 

Enter Laertes with others. 

King. The doores are broke. 

Laer. Where is this King ? firs ftand you all without. 

No let’s come in. 

Laer, T pray you give me leave. 

e^//. We will, we will. 

Laer. I thanke you,keep the doore^ O thou vile King 
Give me my father. 

Qtie. Calmely good Laertes. 

Laer.Th^ drop of blood that’s calme proclaimes me baftard,. 

Cri«ff 




f since o/Dcnmarke. 

z' ”i»e rockoldio my fiither, brands the Harlot 

ijStoeVtwcenthechaftunfinerchedbrow 

Ofmv true mother. 

jCjL.WhatisthecaufeX-ifrw 
That thvrebelUon lookes fo Giant-like ? 

• Sim goe G^rtrard, doe notfeareour perfon, 

Speakeman. r u 

W here IS my father . 

Xi»£.Dead. 

But not by him* 

S HwemfSaiJ? IleiKt bsjosW "ith' 

Confcience and grace to the profoundeft pit, 

I dare damnation, to this point 1 

Thatboth the worlds I 

let come what comes, onely Ileberevengd 

Moft throughly for my fether. 

Who (hall flay you ? 

Laer. My Will, not all the worlds : 

And for my^ ueanes, lie husband them fo well 

Of your deare father, is’t writ in your revenge. 

That foop-ftake, you will draw both friend and foe. 

Winner and lofer? 

' l 4 «r.Nonebut his enemies. 

S:SgoJXendSs wide He ope my armeir, 
And like the kinde life-rendring Pelican 

Repaft them with my blood. 

JKiftr. W hy now you fpeake 
Like a good childc, and a true Gentleman. 

That I am guiltleffe ofyois fathers death. 
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And am moft (enfible in griefe for it> 

It fiia J1 as levell to your judgement peare 

As day does to your eye. ^ mifewithin: 

Enter OfhdU. 

Laer^ Let her come in. 

How now ? what noifc is that ? 

O heat dry up my braines, teares (even times file 
Burne out the fenfe and vertue of mine eye : 

By heaven thy madneffe foallbe paid with waighc 
111! our Icale turne the beame. O Rofe of May ! 

D^re maid, kind fifler , fveet Ofhelia ! 

O heavens 1 is*t poflJble a young maids wits 
Should be as mortall as a noore mans life ! 

Ojkel. They bore him bare-fac’d on the Becre, 

And in his grave rain’d many a tcare. 

Fare you well my Dove. 

Laer. Hadft thou thy wits, and didft perfivade revence 
It could not move thus. ^ 

Ofhel. You muft fing a downe, a downe, 

Tr'!, ?r S'" * IPr ® wheele becomes it. 

It is the falje ftevvard that ftole his Mafters 'daughter. 

This nexhing’s more than matter.* 
0/>^^/.T^re’sRoremary, that’s for remembrance, pray you 
love remember, and there’s Paticies, that’s for thoughts. 

^er. A document in madnes, thoughts and remembrance fitted. 
Oph. There s Fcnnill for you, and Columbines, there’s Rew for 
you, and here sfome for mee, wee may call it herbe of Grace a 
^ndayes, you may weare your Rew with’ a difl-ertace j there’s a 
L>ahe : I would give you feme Violets, but they witherd all when 
my lather died ; they (ay a made a good end. 

For bonny (iveet Robin is all my joy. 

Laer. Thouohts and afflidlions, paffion, hell it fclfe 
5>ne turnes to favour and to prettinefle. 

And will a not come agairie, So»f 

Andwillanot comeagaine, ^ 

No, no, he is dead, goe to thy death bed. 

He never will come againe. 

His beard was as white as fnow. 



Flaxen 



Tfince of Denmark^ 

Flaxen was his polo 

He is gone> he is gone, and we cad awav moane,' 

God a mercy on his fonle, and all ChrUtian lbules» 

God buy you. 

Doe you 'this O God? 

Kfng. Laertes I muft commune with your griefe, 

Or you deny me right ; goe but a part. 

Make choice of whom your wifeft friends you wiH, 

And they fhall heare and judge ’twixt you and me. 

If by direft or by collatcrall hand 

They finde us toucht, we willour kingdome give. 

Our Crowne, our life, and all that we call ours 
To you in fitisfaftion ; but if not, 

Be you content to lend your patience 'to ns. 

And we fliall jointly labour with your foule 
To give it due content. 

Laer, Let this be fo. 

Hismeanesofdeath,his obfiurc funerall, 

No Trophey,fword, nor Hatchment ore his boncs^ 

No noble right, nor formall oftentation 
Cry to be heard as 'ewere from earth to heaven. 

That I muft calft in queftion. 

JT^V^.So you fhall. 

And where th'offcnce is let the great axe fall. 

I pray you goe with me. Exeunt* 

Enter Horatio and others » 

Hora, What are they that would Ipeake with me ? 

Gen. Sea-faring men fir, they fay they have Letters for you. 
nor a. Let them come in. 

1 doe not know from what part of the world 
1 fhould be greeted, if not from Lord Hawlet* Enter Saylersl 
Say, God blefle you fir. 

Hora, Let him blefle thee too: 

Say, A fhall fir an’c pleafe him. There’s a letter for you fir , ic 
came from the Embafladour that was bound for England,if your 
name be Horatio, as I am let to know it is. 

Hor, Horatio thou (halt have over-look't this, give thefe 
fcllowcs fome meanes to the King, they have Lectersfor him* Ere* 

wee 
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wewcfetwo dayes old atfea , aPirat of very warlike appoint- 
ment gave us chafe.Finding our felves too flow of (aile, we put on 
a compelled valour^and in the grapple I boarded them : in the in- 
ftant they got cleere of our fhip^ lb I alone became their prifoner. 
They have dealt with me like theeves ofm^rcy 9 but they knew 
whac they did ; I am to do a turne for them.Let the King have the 
Letters I have lent, and repaire thou to me with as much fpeed as 
thou wouldftflye death. I havewordstofpeakeinthineearcwill 
make thee dumbe, yet are they much too light for the bord of the 
matter, thefe good-fellowes will bring thee where I am, Rofen* 
cram and GnjldenUerne hold their courle for J?»^/^»^,ofthem I 
have much CO tell thee. Farewell. 

So that thou k>foroefi thine ^ 
Hamlet. 

Hora. Come, I will make you way for thefe your Letters, 

And doe’t the Ipeedier that you may direft me ~ 

Tahim from whom you brought them . Exemt. 

Enter King and Laertes^ 

King . Now mufl: your conlcience my acquittance fealc, 

And you mufl put me in your heart for friend, 

Sith you have heard, and with a knowing eare. 

That he which hath your noble father flaine 
Purliied my life. 

Laer. It well appeares : but tell me 
Why you proceed not againft thefe feates 
Socriminall and capitall in nature. 

As by yOur fafety,greatnefle,wildome,all things clfe, 

You mainly were ftirr’d up. 

King. O for two Ipeciall realbns, 

Which may to you perhaps feem much unfinnow’d. 

But yet to me tna’re flrong : the Queen his mother 
Lives almoft by his lookes,and for my felfe, 

My vertue or my plague, be it either which, 

She is fo conclive to my life and foule. 

That as the ftarre moves not but in his Sphere, 

I could not but by her : she other motive 
Why to a publike count T might not goe, 

Is the great love the generall gender beare him, 
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fPrince o/Dctunarker r 

Who dipping all his faults in their affe^iion,^ ol 
Worke like the Spring that turneth Wood toftorie. 

Convert his gyves to graces, fo that my afrowcs 
Too (lightly umbered for (b loved armes, - b -• ^ 

Would have reverted tamy bow againe,: i 

But notwhere I have aim’d themi ; 7 

Zaer> And fo I have a noble father lofl, 

A (ifler driven into defperatetearmesv: ' ; 

Whofe worth, ifpraifes may goe backe again, ^ 

Stoodchallengeronmoilntofallthe ageHoi-'cn 

For her perfeftions : but n:iy revenge will cortie. : ' : 

King* Breake not your fleeps for that, you mufl not thinkc^ 

That we are made of ftuflfc (b flat and dull. 

That wecan'lctourbcardsbe fliooke with danger. 

And thinke it paftime : you 'fliortly (halLhcaremorc# 

I lov’d your father, and we love our lelfe, : 

And that I hope will teach you to imagine. 

Enter a Mejfengerwith Letters i 
Mejf, Thefe to your Majcfly,this to the Queen* 

K ing , From Hamlet I who brought them ^ - "" " 

Sailers my Lord they fay,;Ifawtheim not, 

They were given me by Qlaudioy he received them 
Of him that brought them. 

King. Laertes you (ball beare them : leave us. ^ ^ 

High and mighty, you^ibaHkmow fee naked on your King-' 
dome : to morrow (batfl I beg leave to lee your Kingly eyes, wheir 
I (ball (firft asking you pardon) thereunto recount rnc occafion of 
my fudden returns. % 1 s 

King, Whac (bould this meane ? are all the reft come backc. 
Oris it (bmeabuie,and'nofuch thing'? - - 
Know you the hand ? 

King/T\s Hamlets Naked! 

And in a poft-feript here he laics alone. 

Can you devife me ? 

Laer, I am lo^ init my Lord ; but let hint comC, 

It warmes the veryTicknelTein my heart, 

That I live, and tell him to his teeth. 

Thus didft thou. 

Z , King* 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

If it be fo LderteSi 

■As how (hould it be fo, how otherwile, 

^Will you be rul’d by me ? 

Zder. I my Lord^ (b you will not ore-rule me to a peftce^ 
Xifig.To thine own peace: ifhebe now returned 
'As liking not his voyage, and that he meanes 
No more to undertake it, I will worke him 
To an exploit now ripe in my device, 
tinder the which he fliall not chufe but fally 
And for his death no wind of blame (hallbrcathe, 

But even his mother (ball uncharge the prailice^ 

And call it accident. 

Laer.yiy Lord I will be rul’d. 

The rather if you could devife it lb 
That I might be the organ. 

It falls right : 

You have bin talkt of fince your travell much. 

And that iw' Hamlets hearing, for a quality 
Wherein they fay you (bine j your fumme of parts 
Did not together plucke (iich envie from him 
As did that one, and that in my regard 
Of the unwortbieft fiegc. 

Laer. What part is that my Lord ? 

Kifig, A very riband in the cap of youth," 

Yet needfnll too, for youth no leffc becomes 
The light and carcleflfe livery that it wcares. 

Than fetled age his fables, and his weeds. 

Importing health and gravenefle : two months fince 
Here was a Gent leman of Normandy ^ 

I have feene my felfe,and ferv’d againft the Vreneh, 

And they can well on horfe-backe ; but this Gallant 
Had witch-craft in’t,he grew unto his feat. 

And to fuefrwondrous doing , brought his horfe * 

Ashe hadbinincorp*ftanddemi-natur’d 

With the brave beaft ; fo farre he topt my thought^ 

That I in forgery of fhapes and trickcs 
Come Ibort of what he did. 

Laer» A Norman was’c ? 



Prince ofDtnmkrkc* 

jCing* A Norman^ 
l,aer. Upon my lire Lamord* 

The very lame. 

Larr\ know him well,he is the brooch lUdOCA 
And gemme of all the Nation, 

A’/^^.HemadeconfelTionofyou, 

And gave you fuch a mafterly report 
Forartandcxcrcife in your defence, 

Andfor your Rapier moft efpcciall. 

That he cry ’d out, ’twould be a fight indeed 
If one could match you \ the Scrimers of their nation 
He Ivvorchad neither motion, guard, nor eye 
If you oppos’d them : fir this report of his 
Did Hamlet fo envenomc with his envie. 

That he could nothing doe, but wilh and begge 
Your fodden comming ore to play with you. 

Now out of this. 

Laer. What out of this my Lord ? 

King. Laertes ySNZs your father dearetoyou? 

Or arc you like the painting of a forrow, 

A face without a heart ? 

Laer, Why aske you this ? 

J^/»r.Not that I think you did not love your SthcTj 
Buttnat I know love is begun by time. 

And that I fee in pafiages of proofe. 

Time qualifies the Iparke and fire of it ; 

There lives within the very flame of love 
A kindc of wieke or fnufre that will abate it,^ 

And nothing is at a like goodneffe ftill ; 

For goodneffe growing to a picurifie. 

Dies in his owne too much, that we would doe, 

We fliould doe when we would : for this iVouldAiSVi^tSy 
And hath abatements and delayes as many 
As there are toneues, are bands,are accidents. 

And then this is like a fpend-thrift figh. 

That hurts by eafing : but to the quicke of th’ulcer, 

Hamlet comes backe, what would you undertake 
^ To fbew your felfe indeed your fathers fonne 

L a More 
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More than in words ? , . 

Z^^r.To cut his throat ith v;:n ^ ^ ; 

iC/»^.No place indeed fliould murder fanftuarizei . ^ . 

Revenge fhouldihave no hounds :buti gdcld Laertes 
W ill you doe this ? keep clofe within youc'chamber, - " 

return’d fhall knowyouare.come home> r. A 

W ee’ll put on thofe fliall praife ypur excellence? ' * ' 

And fet a double varnilb on the famd : 

The Frenchman gave you, bring you in fine together^ 

And wager ore your beads 5 he being remiffe, . 

Moft generous^ and: feetffiom all contiiviiTg, u:i .rr‘ , 

Will not perule the feitesQ-fo that with eafe,r iii -n i: : ] - . H 
Orwithalittle lhufflit^.y'ouinaychure*?M : * ■ “ • ’ ' ^ 

A fword unbated, and in a pace of pradlice ' ■ 

Requite him for your father# 

A^r. Iwill doec» . *3 - . j 

And for the purpofe He annoint my (word : " " 

I bought anun<aionof a Moiihtebanke ’ ^ • . 

So mortalJ, that but dip a knife in it. 

Where it drawes blood , no Cataplafme lb rare 
ColleSed from all Simples that have vertue ' - ^ 

Under the Moone, can lave the thing from death ■ 

That is but fqratdit withal] jlletoudi my point - , 

With this contagion, that if I gall him fleightly it may ht deaths 
if^.Let s further thinke ofthis, . 

W eigh what conveiance both of time and meanes 

May fit us to our Ihapeifchis fliould faile, \ . 

And that our drift I(^k through our bad performance 
'Twere better not anay’d. Therefore this projeft 
Should have a backe or lecond>that might hold 
Ifthisdidblaftinproofe :lbft,letmeree, ' ■ 

wager on your cunnings, ^ ' ' ' 

I hav’c, when in your motion you are hot and dry, • 

As make your bouts more violent to that end, 

And that he calls for drinkcy He have prefor’dhim 
A Chalice for the noneci whereon but fippihg; 

If he by chance efcape your venom^d tucke, 

Our purpofe may hold there# But flay, what noife ? 

JEnter 
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^Prince of Dcnmarkc.’ 

. : Enter Q^tene. ■ 

Ouee. One woe doth tread upon anothers heele, 

-So teft they follow : your fiCler’s drown d Laertes, 

r Drown’d I O where? u «r>v 

W.Thercisawillowgrowefiafcauntthebroolc, 

• ,Thattiiewes his hoarie leaves in the Raffle ftreame. 

Therewith fantafticke garlands did ® , 

Of Crow-flowcrs,Nettles, Dafics, and longPurpIcS, 

That liberall (hepheards give a gtoffer - 

But our culcold maids do dead mens fingers call the, 

Th=^ooth.t«J”"'»“Sh»teC»ro|.«w=rfs 

CljmbtingtobaBB.aiijmioos(hvetltoke. 

When downe her weedy tropheys a"d h« felfe 

Fellintheweepingbrooke.herclothesfpredwide, 

And Mermaid-like a while they bore her up. 

Which time (he chanted fnatches of old lauds» 

As one incapable of her owne diftrefle. 

Or like a creature native and indued 
Unto that element, but longit Jf. . 

Till that her garments hcavie with their drinke 
. Paid the poote wench from her melodious lay 
To muddy death. 

Laer. AlaCfe then is (he drown d ? 

0«^e. Drown’d, drown'd. r\„L.K^ 

Laer. loo much of water haft thou poore Ofheha, 

And therefore 1 forbid my teares ; but yet 
It is our trickc, nature her cuftome holds. 

Let (hame fay what itwill; when^thefeare gone 
The woman will be out. ^dieumy Lord, 

1 have a (peech afire that fame would blafe. 

But that this folly drownes It. 

Kine. Let’s follow gertrard ; 

' How much I had to doe to calme his rage 
Now fcare-1 this will give it ftart againc. 

Therefore let’s follow. Exemt. 

Enter Wo CloKfines, 

dm. IsfhetobeburiedinChriftian buriall, whenlhCWUtol- 

lyfeckes.her owne falvation? 
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Othe, I tell thee fiiee is, therefore make her grave flraight ,the 
Crownerhathlateon her,and finds it Chriftianburiall. 

C/w.How can that be,unlefle he drown’d her felfe in her own 
defence ? 

Oth. Why ’tis found lb. 

Clow. It muft be fo offended, it cannot be elfe ; for here lies-tha 
point, if I drowne my felfe wittingly it argues an ait , and an aft 
hath three branches, it is to aft, to doe, to performe,ocall j Ihec 
drown’d her felfe wittingly. , 

Ot/>. Nay but heare you goodman delver. 

C low. Give me leave, hete lyes the water ,good,here (lands the 
man, good, ifthe man goe to this water and drowne him(clfe,itis 
will he nill he ; he goes, marke you that :but if the water come to 
him and drowne him, he drownes not himfelfc ; argali hee that is 
not guilty of his ownc death fhortens not his ownc life, 

O/A. But is this law ? 

C/ow. I marry is’t, Crowners queft law. 

Oth. Will you ha the truth ant’t,ifthis had not been a Gentle^ 
woman fhe fhould have bin buried out a Chriftian bnriall. 

Clow. Why there thou faift,and the more pitty that great folke 
fliould have countenance in this world todrowneorhangthem- 
felves, more than their even Chriften : Come my (bade, there is no 
ancient Gentlemen but Gardeners, Ditchers, ana Grave-makers, 
they hold up Adams ptofeffion, 

Oth. Was he a Gentleman ? 

Clow. A was the fir'l that ever bore armes. 
lie put another queftion to thee , if thou anfwercft mee not to the 
purpofe, confefle thy felfe, 

Oth.Gocio. 

Clow. W hat is hee that builds ffronger than either the Malbn, 
the Shipwright, or the Carpenter.^ 

Oth.lbc gallowes-maker,for that out-lives a thouland tenants. 
Oo - 1 like thy wit well in good faith,the gallowes does well, but 
how does it well ? it does well to thofe that do ill , now thou doeft 
ill to fay the gallowes is built ftronger than the Church, argali the 
gallowes may doe well to thee. To’tagaine,come. 

Oth. Who builds ftronger than a Malbn, a Shipwright, or a 
Carpenter? ° 

ChV’ 
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C/aw.l, tell me that and unyoke. ! 

Oth . Marry now I can tell. 

Clor». To’t. 

Goe get tbee in, and fetch me a foopc of liquor. 

In youth when I did love did love, i* 

Me thought it was very fweet 

To contraei O the time for a my behove, 

O me thought there a was nothing a meet. 

^nterHamletaKdfioratiO. 

Ham. Has this fellow no feeling of his bufineffe ? a fings in 

e/w.But age with his fteaUngfteps Song. (fcnfe, 

hath clawed me in his clutch. 

And hath ftiipped tne into the land, 
H4W.ThatSiUhadTton^^^^^^ 

itnot? 

hZ. oTi a'SiS : which coulM, , Shod “J 

Lord, how doeft thou fweet Lord ? This ought my 
a one , that praifed my Lord fuch a ones hotfe when a meant tq 

beg it, might it not? 

bere’efine 

wehadthetricketofce’t.did thefebones <^0^ 
ding but to play at loggits with them ? mine ake to think 
Clow. A pickax and a fpade a fpade, 

for and a fhrowding (beet. 
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O a pit of clay for to be made 
for fuch a gueft is meet. 

H«.There’s a'nother,why may not that be the skull of a lawfet > 
where be his quiddities now, his quilliries, his cales, his tenures 
and his tricks ? why does he fuffer this mad knave now to knocke 
hm about the Iconce with a dirty fliOvell, and will not tell him Of 

his adhons of battcryPnum : this fellow might be in’s time a great 

buyer of land , with his ftacutcs , his recognilances , his fines his 
double vouchers, his recoveries, to have his fine patefulloffine 
dirt : will vouchers vouch him, no more of his purchafes and dou- 
bles, than the fength and bredth of a paire of Indentures > the ve 
ry conveiances of hisland will fcarccly lye in this boxe, and muft 
i;h inheritor himfelfe have no more ? ha ? , 

Her a. Not a jot more my Lord- 
Ham. Is not parchment made of fheep-skins ? 

/fcr ImyLord,and ofcalve-skinstdo- 
, ^-*»-Tfaey areflieepand calves which feekeoutafluranccin 
that. Iwillfpeaketothis fellow; Whofe grave’s this firrah? 

C/w. Mine fir, or a pit of clay for to be made. 

Ham. I thinkeit’s thine indeed , for thou lyeft in’c. 

Clow You lye put on’t fir, and therefore ’tis not yoiirs ; for mv 
part Idoenotlyein’t,yetit isftiine. 

Ham.Thoii doft lye in’t,to bein’t and fay it isjthine,’tis for the 
dead, not for the quick e, therefore thou lyeft. 

^ow. ’Tis a quicke lye fir, ’twill againe from me to yon. 

Ham. Whatman doeft thou digge it for ? 

Clow For no man fir. 

Ham. W hat woman then I 
C/ew. For none neither. 

Whois to be buried in’t ? 

C/ojv. One that was a woman fir,but reft her foule.fhee’s dead; 
Ham.Hov/ abfolute the knave is,we muft Ipeake by the card,or 
equivocation will undo us. BytheLord Horatiotbiso.yeeresl 
have took note ofitjthe age is grown Ibpicked, thatthe tocofthe 
pelant comes fo neerethe heele ofthe Courtier,he galls his kibe. 
How long haft thou been a Grave-maker ? 

Clow. Ofthe dayes i’th yeare I came to’t that day that our laft 
King Hamlet overcame Fortinhraffe. 

Ham- 










Prince o/Dcntnarke^ 

Ham. How long is that fince I 

do. Cannot you tell that } every foole can tell that ,• it Wis that 
very day that young was borne, hee that is mad and fent 
into 

I marry, why was he fent into England f 

Clow. W hy ? becaufe a was mad, a fliall recover hiS wits there, 
cr if a doe not 'tis no great matter there. 

Ham. Why ? 

^lo.'Tmll not be feen in him thcre/herc are mcn^as mad as he. 

How came he mad ? 

Clow.Y^ty ftrangely they fay. 

Ham. How ftrangely ? 

Clow Faith een wit hlofing his wits. 

Ham. Upon what ground ? 

Clow. W hy here in Denmarke : I have bin Sexton here man 
and boy thirty yeeres. 

Ham. How long will a man lye i*th earth ere he rot ? 

C low. Faith if a be not rotten before he dye , as wee have many 
pocky coarfes that will fcarce hold the laying in, a willlaftyoij 
Ibme eight ycere, or nine yeere; a Tanner will laft you nine yccrc. 

Ham. W hy he more than another ? 

^^».Why fir his hide is fo tan*d with his trade, rhat a will keep 
out vater a great while, and your water is aforcdecaycrofyouc 
whorfon dead body : here’s a skull now hath lyen you i'ch earth 

Ham. Whofe was it ? (25. ycarcs. 

Clo. A whorlbn mad fellows it was^whofe do you think it was ? 

Hi^i».Nay I kqow nor. 

Clow.k peftilence on him for a mad rogue, a pour’d a flaggon of 
Rhenifli on my head once ; this feme skull fir, was fir Toricks^^ 
skull the Kings Jefter. 

Ham.lhis} * 

Clow. Een that. 

Ha.khs poor Torlcke,! knew him Heratioy^ fellow ofinfinice 
jeft,of moft excellent fancy, he hath bore me on his backc a chou- 
fand times > and now how abhorred in my imagination it is ? my 
gorge rifes at it. Here hung thofc lips that I have kift I know not 
how oft : where bee your jibos now , your gamboles^ your fongs, 
yourflafhesof merriment, that were wont to fet the table on a 

M roare f 
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rcare ? not one now to mock your own grinning ? quite cbopftJn ? 
Now get you to my Ladies tablet and tell her, let her paint an 
inch thickjto this favour (he muft corner make her laugh at that. ' 
Prethce Horatio tell me one thing. 

What’s that my Lord? • ^ 

Ha.DoR thou think Alcxanier lookt a this fafliion I’th earth? 

Hora^'Eenfo. 

Ham, And fmelt lb ? pah* 

Hora, Een lb my Lord. 

Ham. To what bafe ufes we may returne Horatio ! Why may 
not imagination trace the noble duft of Alexander till a nndeic 
flopping a bung-hole. 

’Twere to confider too curioufly to confider 
Ha, No faith not a jot, but to follow him thither with riibdcfly 
enough, and likelihood to lead it. Alexander diedyAlex'ander^^z^ 
buried, Alexander returneth to duft, the duft is earth,of earth we 
make lome, & why of that lome whereto he was converted might 
they not flop a Becrc-barrcll ? 

Imperious Cafar dead and turn’d to clay 
Might flop a hole to keepe the wind away. 

O that that earth which kept the world in awca 
Should patch a wall t’cxpell the waters flaw! 

But loft, but fofc a while, here comes the King, Enter Kinj^t 
The Queen,the Courtiers :who is this they follow, Que. Laertes^: 
And with liich maimed rites ? this doth betoken, andthecorfo.- 
The coarfe they follow didwith defperate hand 
Fordoe its owne life ; *twas offbme eftatc 
Couch we a while and marke. 

Laer. What Ceremony elfe ? 

Ham. That is Laertes very noble youth. 

Laer> What Ceremony elfe? 

DoEl, Herobfequies have bin asfarinlarg’d 
warranty ; her death was doubtfull, 

Amd but that great command orc-(wayes the order. 

She :bould inground unfanftifiedbin lodg’d 
Till the laft trumpet : for charitable prayers. 

Flints and pebbles fhould be throwneon her, 

Y ct here Ihe is allowy her virgin rites^ 

Her 



Prince of D^nmarkc. 

Her maiden ftrewments, and the bringing home 
Ofbelland buriall. 

Mufl^there no’morebc done ? 

D(?ff . No more be done : 

We fliould profane the fervice of the dead, 

To fing a and liich reft to her 

Astopeace-partcdlbuJes*' 

Lay her i’tb earth, 

And from her faire and unpolluted flcfli 
May violets fpring : I tell thee churlifb Prieft 
A miniftring Angel fliall my lifter be 
When thou lyeft howling. 

Ham* W hat ? the faire Ophelia ^ 

Quee. Sweets to the fweet, farewell, 

I hop’t thou fliouldft have bin my Hamlets wife, 

I thought thy bride-bed to have deekt fweet maid^ 

And not have ftrew’d thy grave. 

Laer. O treble woe ! 

Fall ten times double on that curfed head, 

W hole w icked deed thy moft ingenuous fenfe 
Deprived theeof : hold off the earth a while. 

Till I have caught her once more in mine armes# 

Now pile your duft upon the quicke and dead. 

Till of this flat a mountaine you have made 
T’ofetopoIdPe//«»«,or the sky ifti head 
Ofblew Olympus. 

What is he whofe griefc 
Bcaresfuch an emphafisyS^hoCt phrafeoflbrrow 
Conjuresthewandring ftars, and makes them ftand 
Like wonder- wounded hearers ? ’tis I, 

Hamlet the Dane. 

Laer* The DivcH take thy foole. 

Kiw.Thoupray’ft not well; Iprethcc take thy fingers from 
For though I am not Iplc^ative and rafh, ( my throat. 

Yet have I in me Ibmething dangerous, 

Which let thy wil^domefearc ; hold off thy hand. 

King. Plucke them aliinder. 

Quee. Hamlet , Hamlets 

M a MU. 
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j4B, Sentlemen. 

Hara, Good my Lord be quiet. 

Ham. Why I will fight with him upon this thcam 
Untill my eye-lids will no longer wagge* 

^Mee.O my fonne, what theame ? 

Ham. I lov’d O^helia^ forty thouland brothers 
Gould not with all their quantity of love 
Make up my (um : What wilt thou doe for her ? 
Kifjg. O he IS mad Laertes. 

Quee. For love of God forbeare him. 

Ham. Swounds fhew me what thou’t doe, 

Woo t weep, w^x)*t fight ,woo’t faft , woo’t tcare thy 
W oo’t drink up Efill,eat a Crocodile ? (felfc, 

lie doc t : doeft thou come here to whine ? 

To out-face me with leaping in her grave ? 

Be buried quicke with her,and fo will I ; 

And if thou prate ofmountaines, let them throw 
Millions ofacres on us, till our ground 
Cindgirighis pate againft the burning Zone, 

Make like a wart ; nay and thou’lt mouth 

He rant as well as thou. 

^^^.This is meere madnefle. 

And thus a while the fit will workc on him ; 

Anon as patient as a female Doe, 

When that her golden cuplets are difclos’d. 

His filence will fit drooping. 

H Heare you fir. 

What is the rea ion that you ufe me thus ? 

I lov’d you well, but it is no matter. 

Let Hercules himfelfe doe what he may 
The Cat will mew, a Do^e will have his day.' • 
Kt»g. I pray thee good Horatio wait upon him. 
ftrengthen^urpauenceinour laft nights feeech. 
Wee Tl put the matter to the prefent p^. ^ 

w fet feme watch over your fonne. 
This Grave (hall have a living monument, 
^"‘^“reprqnict thereby (hallwefee, 

^ ^ p^ticiKC our proceeding be, 



Exit Hamlet 
& Horatio» 
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Enter Hamlet and Horatio. 
ffaSo much for this fir, now Ihall you fee the oinerj 
Yon doe remember all rhe circumftance. 

Remember it my Lord? , cc u • 

Ham. Sir in my heart there was a kind of fighting 
That would not let me flcep,me theught ^ay 
Worfe than the mntines in the Bilbo’s, raflily. 

And prais’d be rafhncfle ft>rit ; let us know 
Our indiferction fometimes ferves us well 
W hen our deep plots do fall , & that (honld K wn 
There’s a divinity that fliapes out ends, 

Rough hew them how we will. 

Hora. That is moft certaine. 
H^w.UpfrommyCabbin, . 

My fea-gowne fcarft about me, in the darKC 
Grop’t I to find out them, had my defire. 

Finger’d their packet, and in fine withdr^ 

To mineowneroome againe,makingfol»ld 

('My feares forgetting manners j to unfold 

Their grand Commiflion. where I found, HoratfOt 
A royall knavery, an exaft command. 

Larded with many feverall forts ofteafons, 
IrnpoxtiagDenmarkt health, mdEnglands too, 
With hoc fuch Bugs and Goblins in iny me, 

That on the fupervife, no leifurebated, 

No not to ftay the grinding of the axe, 

My head Ihould be flrooke off. 

Hora. Is’t poflible ? , 

H 4 .Herc’s the Commiflion,read it at more leifuro; 
But wilt thou heare now how I did proceed ? 
JY«rrf.Ibefeech you. 

Ham. Being thus be-netted round with viHames, 
Or I could make a Prologue to my braines 
They had begun the Play ; I fate me downe, 
Devis’d a new Commiflion, wrote it fiurc: 

1 once did hold it, as our Statifts doe, 

A bafcneffe to write faire , and labour d mueft 
Ifew to forget that karnii^ 5 but fir now 
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^tdid meycomans fen^ccj, wile thou knpv? 
Th’efFeftpfwhat IwrotePi 
Hora. i good my Lordi 
Ham. An earnett conjuration from the King, 

As England was his faithfull tributary. 

As love between them like the Palme might floufifii. 
As peace fliould fti J1 her wheaten garland weare, 
And ftand a Comma ’tweenc their amities. 

And many luch likcj as fir of great charge. 

That on the view and knowing of thefe contents, 

W uhout debatement further more or lefle 
He fliould thofe bearers put to fudden death. 

Not fliriving time allow’d. 

How was this feai’d? 

T , Why evenintbatwas heaven ordinant : 
Ihadmyratherslignetinmypurle,- 
Which was the modell of that feale. 

Folded the writ up in the forme of th’other, 
Sublcrib’d it, gave’t tbimpreflion,plac’d it lafcly. 

The changling never known j now the next day 
Was our fea.fight, and what tothis was fequent 
1 non know ft already. ^ 

. So guyldennem and Rofencraus go to’t. 
AT^.They are not neare my confeience, their defeat 
Uoes by their owne inlinuation grow j 

Hs dangerous when the bafer nature comes 
Between the palTe and fell incenfed points 
Or mighty oppofites. 

Hor. Why what a King is this ! 

Ham. Does i t not, think you, ftand me now upon ? 
He that hath kill d my King, and whor’d my moW, 

1 opt in between th’eleaion and my hopes, 

Throwne out his angle for my proper life. 

And with fuch cofenage , is’t not perfeft corifeience 
Enter aCaartier. ' 

Doeft know this Water-flye/ 



•Prince o/Dcnmarke: 

nM to his rkht ufe,’tis for the head. 

fhVsfaidTgreTt wager on your head,fir this is the matter. 

Ham. I'^efeechYOuremembe . sir here is 

C««r.Nayg^d«iyLord^^^^^^ 

newly come to Court fofcfociety ,and 

'fail af moft y ‘‘.SrSy of h’im, ba i* 

know to in refpea of his qmcke failq; 

memory, and yet butraw^ 

but in theverity a„d ratcneffe,as to make true 

tnce him.his Sfa&IIWy of Wm. 

•our more rawer breath ? 



0«r.Sir« 
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CoUTt Of Laertes f 

Cc*r. I know you are not ignorant* 

^ Jif* you <Jid it wouM ivJ 

much approve me: well fir. ^ « would not 

O^r. You areignorantofwhatexcellcnceX^wwis 

hil/byimlShisnSLdErt^^ 

■To*w. What’s his weapon? 

Coftr. Rapier and dagger. 

ffam. That^two of his weapons j but well. 

^..^.IWyoumun be edified b, .he maijin e,ej,„„b,d 
^ur. IhecmhgtsRc are the hangers. 

s^Ksitr5SS?irfs 

Lordlhip would vouchfafe thcan^cr.'°™'"^‘^^*'^^ tnall,ifyour 
Ham, How if I anfver no ? 

S«.S?Sl”wahSLre^iSh^ P"'°" \ 

it is the breathingiioieofday with JJ? leSe^f?^ 
theoddehits. nothing but my lhamc and 

Ctf«r, 
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(^oar. Shall I deliver you lb ? 

H^w. To this efteft fir, after what fiourifli your nature will. 
feur. I commend my duty to your Lordfl rip. 

//47W. Yours docs well to commend it himlblfe, ihercareno 
tongues elfe for his turne* 

\f/i?r4.This Lapwing runs away with the fhell on bis head* 
Jfam, A did ft) fir with his dugge before a ftekt it ; thus has he 
sTmany more of the fame breed that I know, the droffie age dotes 
on, onely got the tune ofthe time, and out of an habit ofincoun- 
tcr, a kinde of mifty collcaion , which carries them through and 
through the moft profane and trermewned opinions ; and doe but 
blow them to their triall, the bubbles are out, 

Efjter^Lord, 

Lord. My Lord, his Majeftie commended him to you by young 
O Prtcks,\y^o brings back to him that you attend him in the hall, 
he fends to know it your picafure hold to play witbZ^we/,orthat 
you will take longer time ? 

Ham^ I am conftant to my purpofes , they follow the Kings 
plealure ; if his fitnefle fpeaks, mine is ready, now or whenfoever, 
provided 1 be fo able as now. 

Ze?r^.ThcKingand Queen andallare comming downe. 

Ham. In happy time. 

Lord. Thc(^ecndcfircs you toufe feme gentle entcrtainmenc 
to Laertes before you goe to play. 

Ham- She well inftrudf s me. 

' Hor. You wi 11 lofe my Lord. 

Ham. 1 doc not thinke fo,fincc he went into Frattce 1 have bin 
in continuall pra 61 ice 5 1 fhaJl win at the oddes :;thou wouldft not 
think how ill all's here about my heart, but it is no matter* 
jF//?r4. Nay good my Lordi 

Ham. It is but foolery, but it is fuch akind ofgame-giving as 
would perhaps trouble a woman. ^ ^ nr n 11 

If your mind diflike any thing obey it, 1 mall foteitall 
their repaire hither, and fay you are not fit. 

Ham. Not a whit, we defie Augury, there is afpeciall providence 
in the fall of a Sparrow :if it be, 'tis not to come, if it bee not to 
come, it will be now, if it be not now, yet it will come, the readi- 
neffcisall, finccnoman of ought he leaves knowes what 1st to 
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leave betimes, let be. 

-4 taiU pmared, Drumty Trmpfith Mud OMofrs with ettlhioMt 

^<*w/«,come,and take thlfhand from me. 

fir,Ihavedone you wrong. 

But pardon t as you are a Gentleman : this prefence knowes 

And you muft^edshave heard how 

Withafore dilVaaion;whatlbavcctenT 
Ronohf your nature, honour, and exception 

Roughly awake, I here proclaime was madnefle 

Tfw wrong’d Laertes ? never • 

If Hamlet from himfelfc be tane a way, ’ 

And when bee’s not himfelfe does Laertes 

Who does n then ? his madnefle ; if 't be lb, 

Hamlet IS <^che faftiontbat is wronged. 

His madneffe IS poore Hamlets enemy ; 

^ct my difclaiming from a purpos’d eviil 

Tim rhave^« “ S«n«ous thoughts,, 

Jftat Ihavefliotmyarrowore thehoufe, ^ 

And hurt my brother, 
isru''*/^’ ^^oi^risficd in nature, 

Whofemotivein tfaiscafefhouldftifreme moft 
Tomyrevcnge,b„tinmy teariSs^Sr 

I ftand aloofe,and will no reconcilemer^^ 

Tillbyforaeelder Mailers of knownehMour 
Ihavea voice and Fcfidentofpea^ 

T^y name ungor’d ; but all that time 
Idwreceiveyour offered ^vebkclove,. 

And wilfnot wrong it. ' ^ 

wager 

Giveusthefoiles. 

Come, one for me. 

aaSpsasa— 

£’Mer, Youmoekc me fir.. 

JKfw, 



Trhce ©/"Dcntnarkc. 

H4w. No by this hand. , • r 

Kw.Give. them the foi Is young OfriclQComtiMmi 
You know the wager. 

Very well my lord : 

Your Grace has laid the oddcs a*th wealcetMc- 
Ki>ig* I doe not fearc it, I have feen you both. 

But fince he is better we have therefore oddes. , 
Lacr* This is too heavie, let me fee another. 
H^.Thislikes me wel,thcfcfoils haveallalength 






Oftr. I my good Lord. 

King. Spt me the (loops of wine upon the table ; 

If Hamlet give the firtt or fecond hit. 

Or quit in anfwer of the third exchange, 

Let all the battlements their Ordnance fire; 

The King (hall drink to Hamlets bett^breadii 
And in the cup an Onyx (ball he throw 

Richer than that which foure (uccclEye Kings 
In Denmarkj Crown have worn. Give trie the ct^Sf 
And let the Kettle to the Trumpet fpeafee, , 
TheTrumpcq^theGanOncerwiihout,'^^ ^ • 

The Cannons to the heavens, the heavens to earth# 

Now the Kii^drinkes to Hamlet : coiftc beginj 
And you the Judges beare a warie eye# ■ thewnllf* 

Ham.Comt on(ir. 

Come my Lord. 

Ham,OtiZ^- "" 

Laer, No. 

H^»».Tudgement. ^ 

Oflr. A hit, a very palbable hit.' DrumXr^mfeu,andJh0tj 

Laer. W ell, againe. ‘ • * 'PieuriJhyaPeecegoes off. 

King. Stay, give me drinkc, Hamlet this pearlc is thine, 

Here’s to thy health : give him the cup. 

Ham. He play thisbout firft, fee it by 



L/?^r.Idoe confeft. . - ^ 

. Our fonne (haU win. 

Hee’s fat and-fcant of breath. 

Here Hamlet. nap^n, wipe thy browes : 

.A- . • ^2 
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The Qneen carowfes to thy fortune Hamlet. 

Ham, Good Madam. 

King, gertrard doe not drinke. 

I will my Lord, Ipray you pardon me. 

J t IS the poy foned cup, it is too late. 

I dare not drinkeyet Madam^by and by.’ 

Come, let me wipe thy face. 

My Lord lie hit him now. 

dCiug. I doe not think’t. 

lUer. And yet itis almoft againftmy confeience. 

1 am fure you make a wanton of me. 

Z,rfmSay you lb ? come on. 

0/?r. Nothing iieither way. ‘ 7. 

Z/«fr. Have at you now- 1 ' 

^»g.Vzn them, they are incens’t.'' - 

Amw. Nay come againe- 
Ofir. LooketOtheQueen therehoi 

They bleed on bothifidesyhow is't my Lord > 
Oflr.[iovi\sx Laertes I . i/i-wo. 

^am. How does the Queene } ... ' r.. . • • 

Shefvounes to feethem bleed. ^ ..j ct.cV - 

Nomedicine in the world can doe thee good, 

Imhee there js not halfeanhoureslife. ® 

hand. 

Unbated and envenom d, the foule praAiee 
Hath turn’d It felfe on me ; lo here I lye 

ever to rife agame : thy mother’s poyfon’d. 



Hrf.The point envenom’d too, then veijom i 



tothywcrlf. 



a^. 



Prince of Denmark^ 

j<ll.Trealbn,treafon. 

King. O yet defend me friends,! am but hurt, 

Ham. Here thou inceftiious damned Dane, 

Drinke offthis potion: is the Onyx here? 

Follow my mother. f'elfc. 

Lae.Hc is juftly ferv’d, it is a poyfon temper’d by ! um- 
Exchangc forgiveneffe with me noble Hamlet, 

Mine and my fathers death come not upon thee, 

Nor thine on me. 

Ham. Heaven make thee freeofit, I follow the: : 

I am dead Her at to , wretched Queen adieu. 

You that looke pale and treble at this chance, 

That are but mutes or audience to this a^^, ,5 

Had I but time (as this fell Sergeant death 

Is Aria in his arreft) O I could tell you 5 
But let it be : Horatio I am dead. 

Thou liveft, report me and my caufe aright 
Totheunfatisfied. 

Hora. Never beleeve ft, 

I am more an antique Reman than a Dane, 

Here’s yet fome liquor left* 

A/Ww.Asth’art a man 

Give me the cup, let goe,by heaven He hav't : 

0 God Horatio what a wounded name, 

Things ftanding thus unknown, fhalll leave behind me ? 
if thou didft ever hold me in thy heart 
Abfent thee frontfelicity a while. 

And in this harfri world draw thy breath inpalne Amareha 

To tell my ftory : what warlike noife is this ? farre off. 

Enter Ofrickf, 

Ofr. Young Fortinirafe with congueft come from Poland 
Th’Embafladors o( England gives thiswarlikevolly. 

Ham. O I dye Horatio, 

The potent poyfon quite ore-growes my Ipirit; 

1 cannot live to heare the ntwsftom England, - 

But I doc propheAe the ele6iion lights 

On Fortinhafe ; he has my dying voice. 

So tell him, witivth’occurrcnts more and IcITe 

^Vliicti 
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Which have folicitcd : the reft in filcnce. 

Hora . Now cracks a noble heart, good night fiveec 
And flight of Angels fing thee to thy reft. (Prince, 
Why does the drum come hither ? ^ *i* 

J^?7ter Fortinbrajfcymth the Embajfotderf* 
Fort, Where is this fight ? 

Hor, What is it yon would fee ? 

If ought of woe or wonder, ceafe your fcarch f 
/^<?r.This quarry cryes on hayock : O proud dcat&i 
What feaft is towsfr'd in thine infernall Cell, 

That thoufo many Princcs.at a fliot 
Sobloudilyhaft ftrooke? 

The fight isdifinan, ' - ^ 

And our affaires from England come too late. 

The eares are fenfeleffe th4t ffio^ld gives us hearif^, 
To tell him his commandementisfulftffd, 

That %pfencrapts and GujldenflerniiTQ, dead. 
Where fliould we have our thanks ? 

Not from his mouthy 
Had it th*ability of lifc'tothankeyou r 

He never gave commandement for their death. 

But fincefojumpe upon this bloody queftion 
You from the P oUacl^ wars, and you from England 

Arehere arrived , give order that thefebpcHw 

High on a ftage be placed to the view, 

And let me fpeake to’th yet unknowing world 
How thefe things came about ; fo fliall youheare 
Of cruell, bloody, and unnatural! acSs, 

Of accidental! judgements, caliiall flaughrers, 

Of deaths put on by cunning, and for no caqlc. 

And in this upflibt, purpofes miflooke, 

Paine on the inventors heads : all this can I 
Truely deliver. 

Fort. Let us halk to heareir, 

And call the nobleft to the audience • ' 

For me, with forrow l ’embrace my fortune, ‘ ' 

I have feme rights of memory in this kingdom ei 
Wnich now to claime my vantage doth invite me. 
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Prince of Dcnmarke^ 

Her*. Ofthat I fliall have alfo caufc to ^eak. 

And from his mouth whole voice will draw no more: 
But let this fame be prcfcntly perform’d. 

Even while mens minds are wild,lcft more mifchance 
On plots and errors happen. 

Fort. Let foure Captaines 
Beate Hanelet like a Souldier to the flagCy 
For he was likely, had he been put on, 

T’ have prov’d moft royall : and for bis paflage. 

The Souldiers mufick and the right of warre 
Speake loudly for him. 

Take up the bodies ; fuch a fight as this 

Becomesthe field, butherclhcwcsmuchamifle. 

Goebid the Souldiers Choot. Sxex/tt.. 
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